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Dedication 


To Writer's Block, we've had a good run but it's time for you 
to hit the road. 
Please and thank you. 


The Legend of the Archangel and the 
High Consort 


Thousands of years ago during an age of chaos, 
Heaven's archangels came down to Earth to aid Mankind in 
defending themselves against creatures that had escaped 
when a negligent guard allowed the gates of Hell to open. 
By the time the archangels arrived, demons had already 
decimated the human race, unleashing their sadistic 
pleasures after millenniums of imprisonment. The 
archangels were confident of winning, but it would be a hard 
won battle with many casualties since they were fighting 
against demons that could reproduce at an alarming rate. In 
less than three months, the army of demons had tripled. It 
was then one of the archangels came up with a plan to 
approach the Demon King for aid in subduing his 
subordinates. Everyone agreed to the proposal, but none of 
the archangels wanted to be the one to negotiate terms 
with the Demon King who was known for his volatile temper. 
Eventually, straws were drawn and the unlucky archangel 
with the shortest straw was sent to Hell. 

Things proceeded smoothly for the diplomatic 
archangel who often played peacemaker amongst his other 
brothers. And on the last day, the archangel was on his way 
to convey the good news of promised help from the Demon 
King and his army of formidable soldiers. But as fate would 
have it, before he could leave Hell, the archangel met with a 
beautiful creature who enchanted him to the point he would 
forget his vow of chastity. He never knew the beautiful 
creature whom he had released his seed into was the High 
Consort of the Demon King. And certainly did he not know 
their union had spawned a son. 

Not wanting to risk the wrath of the Demon King, the 
High Consort went into hiding and gave birth to a beautiful 
baby boy with jet-black hair and golden eyes. After the war 


ceased and all errant demons were either perished or 
dragged reluctantly back to Hell, the High Consort brought 
the baby boy down to Earth and placed him in the care of 
two loyal servant demons. They were ordered to stay with 
the boy till he had learned to fend for himself. The High 
Consort returned to Hell and the portal closed soon after. 
The archangel who became a father was none the wiser and 
returned with his brothers to Heaven. The golden-eyed boy 
remained on Earth, unaware of his parentage and later 
growing up to be the first King of the race he himself 
named, Tsatrya. 


Chapter 1 


New World: Continent of Asysion 

"Are you going for the Event next week, Archie?" Jess 
asked, his sea green eyes sparkling with excitement. Joseph 
Archer, or Archie as his best friend liked to call him because 
of his last name, tried not to roll his eyes. There was no 
doubt as to what event Jess was referring to. The Event 
occurred biannually. The Event being what Joseph liked to 
call the Tsatrya-Human-Social-Experiment program where 
humans and Tsatryas alike pretended they had something in 
common with each other and attempted to socialise. 

More than a couple centuries had passed before the 
Tsatrya race managed to integrate successfully into human 
society. The age of fear had long ceased, but humans were 
still wary of the almost immortal-like creatures ruling the 
New World. Almost immortal, since Tsatryas apparently do 
die of old age (a Council member recently died before 
reaching his eight hundredth birthday) or when their heads 
are decapitated entirely from their body. Although the 
chance of the latter happening was really a minute one as 
you would need to catch a Tsatrya off guard first, which is 
near impossible with their super strength and speed. It was 
fortunate Tsatryas didn't reproduce easily or else the New 
World would be densely populated by the time his great- 
grandchildren graced the planet with their presence. 

"No. I've got an essay to finish," Joseph said. He didn't 
need to inform Jess the submission date was sometime in 
the next two months. 

"But you have to come! Come on. A whole bunch of 
Tsatryas in a room! It would be like so hot!" Jess exclaimed 
with a sigh towards the end. Jess Roux, his best friend since 
they bonded over shared peanut butter and jelly sandwiches 
in kindergarten, had a romanticised notion of Tsatryas. 
Joseph didn't know when Jess's obsession with anything 


Tsatrya-related started and why, but since about two years 
ago, Jess went to every single Event. Joseph secretly 
thought he had a crush on one of the Tsatryas on the 
Council, but he never called his friend on it. 

“Precisely why | don't want to go, Jess. The place will 
be filled with pheromones. From Tsatryas to aspiring women 
and men who want to get into their pants. | really have 
better things to do." Even Joseph was not immune to their 
charms. And he was most definitely straight, or so he had 
thought. But that was before a past incident where Joseph 
came to the realisation that he could like cock as much as 
the next gay. 

"You're scared one Tsatrya will turn you to the other 
side, aren't you?" Jess teased. 

"If | were afraid of that | would have stopped being 
friends with you." Joseph rolled his eyes, looking at his 
flamboyant, gay best friend with his perfectly coiffed 
chestnut brown hair, currently dressed in sparkly, bell- 
bottom pants and a tight silver mesh shirt. 

"Yeah but / am not a Tsatrya." Jess laughed before 
adding, "But seriously Archie, what if you are a Tsatrya's 
mate? Don't you want to find out? You will never know if you 
don't come to one of the Events and—" 

"No, just no, okay, Jess." 

"Sheesh, you make it sound like it's a bad thing. But 
imagine getting into bed with one of them hot Tsatryas." 
Jess's eyes glazed a little, his face flushing slightly. 

"Precisely, Jess. Tsatrya. Male. | prefer the ladies most 
days," Joseph said. Tsatrya males could mate with each 
other, though a Tsatrya male had only successfully carried a 
child to full term twice. It was generally easier for the 
human females to carry a Tsatrya's baby due to the 
existence of a womb. No matter how highly evolved the 
Tsatrya males’ reproductive system had become, they still 
lacked the enduring features of the uterus; the foetus 
obtaining its nutrients directly via the abdominal wall would 


strain the carrier greatly. "And | am a human man which 
makes the whole mate thing ridiculous." 
"Why? There are gay Tsatryas you know." 

"| know, but since when have they chosen a human 
mate who didn't at least have the possibility of conceiving 
their child?" Jess dreamt of catching the eye of one of the 
Tsatryas and Joseph just didn't want his friend's dreams to 
be dashed. The Tsatryas only mated amongst themselves or 
sought a mate from the human female population. Because 
yes, even after a millennium since the planet had nearly 
fallen and given rise to the New World, it was still impossible 
for a human male to get impregnated by another man. 

“Hmmppfh... If female mates of the Tsatryas can 
somehow get their lives lengthened after mating with those 
guys... | wouldn't say anything is impossible," Jess argued. 
His face taking on the stubborn look Joseph knew well as 
Jess crossed his arms. 

Joseph sighed as he looked at his friend who was 
currently trying very hard not to pout. "I just don't want you 
to get your hopes up, Jess." 

"And | don't want to be a Tsatrya's mate, alright? Don't 
worry so much, Archie. Maybe | just want another night with 
one of them that's all. They are really good in the sack. | 
swear—" 

"Wait, what? When did you sleep with a Tsatrya? And 
why didn't you tell me?" 

Jess squirmed in his seat. "Do | tell you about all the 
men I've slept with?" 

"But a Tsatrya?" Joseph exclaimed, pausing to think. 
"Wait a minute... This happened two years ago?" 

"How did you know?" Jess asked, wide-eyed, before 
closing his mouth promptly. 

"You started being obsessed with Tsatryas around two 
years ago," Joseph stated drily. 

"Yeah 'cos they are like good in bed," Jess said. But 
when he squirmed further under Joseph's gaze, Joseph 


suspected there was more to the story. "Please say you will 
come. | don't want to go alone." 

"What about your other friends?" He didn't know who 
Jess went with to the previous Events. And that was because 
every time one of the damn Events neared, he avoided Jess 
and his wheedling until it was over. 

"I want you to come. As my best friend you can't say 
no." 

"You playing the best friend card now?" 

"Yes." 

"What about my essay?" 

"When is it due?" His eyes took on a knowing look 
Joseph didn't like. 

"Fine, | will go. But you're paying for my plane ticket if 
we need to fly. And accommodations. If not, I'm staying 
here." He could be just as stubborn as Jess if he wanted to. 

Jess's mouth opened and closed before he replied, 
"Fine. Bleed out my savings while you are at it." 

"Well?" Joseph arched an eyebrow. 

"You have yourself a deal, buddy." Jess looked at him 
with a challenge in his eyes, daring Joseph to back out. 

"Good," Joseph said, though he doubted anything 
good would come out of it at all. 

"Good." Jess smiled, satisfaction evident in his eyes. 
Had he been played by his best friend? Probably, but a deal 
was a deal. And he was a man who kept his word. At least 
he'd get a free holiday trip if nothing else. 


* OK OOK x 


New World: Continent of Lithonur 

Mykael of Lithonur wasn't feeling very congenial. His 
dressmaker poked him with pins and needles in an attempt 
to get him outfitted for the Event, and there wasn't anything 
wrong with the silk robe he'd worn to the last Event. But his 
Head Counsel, Gilliam, would hear none of it. In fact, Gilliam 


was closely watching him now, or the dressmaker to be 
precise, ensuring she did her job well. 

"You could go in my stead," Mykael said, not for the 
first time. It was futile really since he tried to talk his way 
out of attending every Event for the past century. And like 
every other time, he prepared himself for Gilliam's speech of 
duty, etcetera, etcetera. 

"You know you have to go, Mykael." Gilliam paused 
before addressing the dressmaker, "Are you almost done?" 

"Yes, sir." She packed her materials without looking at 
either of them. "The outfits will be ready in two days. | will 
take my leave now." She inclined her head and bowed 
Slightly in Mykael's direction before leaving the room and 
closing the door quietly behind her. 

Mykael sighed. "Nearly a hundred years and | am still 
not used to that." 

Gilliam snorted. "You rule one of the three continents 
of the New World. Get used to it." 

"And | never wanted to have this position." He walked 
over to the window and looked out at the sprawling, lush, 
green scenery surrounding his estate. He wished he were 
outside, travelling the world instead of being stuck where he 
was, elected by the Lithonur Council after the previous 
Leader made a decision to step down in favour of spending 
more time with his beloved mate. 

“But you're here now. And we make do. Besides, 
you're lucky | am here to accompany you," Gilliam said, 
walking over to stand beside his Leader and also his friend. 

"Yes, | am. Thank you, Gil." Mykael looked at his Head 
Counsel, the closest Tsatrya he had to a brother. His dear 
friend, who had immediately agreed to assist in the running 
of Lithonur when Mykael had asked for his help. 

"No matter," he said, waving his hand in the air. 

"It very much matters," Mykael replied, needing his 
friend to know just how much it meant to him to have Gil by 
his side. 


Gilliam nodded before he coughed. A few centuries of 
friendship and his friend still dealt poorly when emotions 
were shared, well, except when it came to Gilliam's own 
mate. "Anyway, it will be held in Ursova this time so we 
don't have to prepare anything." 

"No way. Ursova?" Amongst the three continents, he 
disliked Ursova's barren lands and dry weather the most. He 
hoped the conditions would not be as scorching as they 
were the last time he visited the continent. The portal to 
Hell opened on Ursova during the war, and the harsh living 
conditions on the continent never improved. "Well at least | 
don't have to pack my clothes for wintry weather." 


Chapter 2 


New World: Continent of Ursova 

"What the hell are you wearing, Archie?" Jess 
exclaimed as he looked over Joseph's outfit. 

"| am wearing a suit. That's what I'm wearing. | 
thought the dress code was formal?" 

"Yes. Formal. Not boring! How are you supposed to 
stand out in that dull black suit?" Jess half-shouted. 

Joseph snickered. "Well, I'll just stand out by standing 
next to you." Jess was wearing a creamy white suit, which 
seemed plain at first until one noticed the embroidered 
yellow roses lining the lapels. The turquoise blue shirt he'd 
chosen to go with the suit had an iridescent quality. Only 
Jess himself stopped it from being a tacky combination. He 
could make any horrendous combination appear 
fashionable. 

Jess grunted. "If you have something to say about my 
outfit, just spit it out." 

"| just wonder where you get all these ideas for your 
clothes that's all. You are nothing if not creative, my friend." 

"Someone has to be in this relationship. Seriously, a 
plain black suit with a white shirt? Could | convince you to 
change into another coloured shirt please? | have a pink one 
packed that would be just perfect for—" 

"No, Jess. But thanks. | don't want to stand out from the 
crowds. | am just here to accompany you, remember? Don't 
make me regret the decision." 

"Fine. But don't blame me when you find yourself being 
attracted to a Tsatrya and then he chooses another over 
you." 

"| can assure you | will definitely try to keep a restraint 
on any animalistic characteristics that would come to the 
fore when | meet with one of them." 


“That's what you say now, buddy. But wait till you 
come face to face with one of them. Their pheromones are 
off the charts." 

"I've met them if you recall." A group of visiting 
dignitaries from Lithonur had come to Asysion. The turnout 
had been huge, many eager to catch a glimpse of the 
Tsatrya royalty. 

“That one time doesn't count. You were watching them 
from a distance, separated by a crowd of hundreds." 

"That was close enough for me." Joseph shrugged. 
One particular Tsatrya had a strong impact on him even 
though he was more than twenty metres away at the 
occasion. For the first time in his life, he desired another 
male. A Tsatrya with his piercing eyes the colour of molten 
gold had turned to survey the crowd around him, his gaze 
locking with Joseph's for a few moments before the 
connection was broken by the mass of people around. At the 
exact moment when their eyes had met, a strong burst of 
lust raced through Joseph's bloodstream. He could never 
forget those few moments when his cock had stood at 
attention from sharing a mere glance with another male. 

"Hmmm," Jess hummed noncommittally. 

"And what aren't you telling me, Jess?" 

"What do you mean?" Jess's eyes widened slightly in 
Surprise. 

"| mean, you're hiding something. Your obsession with 
the Tsatryas. The need to attend every Event. It's almost as 
if you are looking for someone. And don't pull that card 
about a Tsatrya's sexual prowess. | know you. You're not a 
Slut even if you do act like one sometimes." 

"Hey!" 

"So tell me." Joseph softened his voice slightly, 
pleading. 

Jess sighed. "I should worry that you know me too 
well, huh?" 

“Don't change the topic." 


"Fine. | met someone all right. A Tsatrya who made me 
feel like nothing else before." 

"But you yourself said a human's drawn to Tsatryas—" 

"Yes. But it was more than that, Archie. Under all that 
sexual energy between us, | felt... | felt like he was the 
missing half of my soul. | know it sounds extremely cheesy 
but no other Tsatryas | have met since made me feel the 
same way this one did." 

"Jess..." Joseph began carefully. "Maybe this Tsatrya 
you met was gorgeous and maybe it was just human nature 
to feel that way." 

"You don't get it do you, Archie? When someone 
makes you feel like you are running on half empty after one 
night of passion, Tsatrya or not, you don't let the person go." 

"Okay, Jess. So where is he then, huh? And does he 
feel the same way?" 

"| don't know," Jess replied softly. "When | woke up, he 
was gone." 

Joseph looked at his despondent friend and his chest 
swelled in anger at the unknown Tsatrya who caused Jess to 
look broken right at that very moment. "So you have been 
trying to find him since? Jess..." 

"| know. Pathetic huh? Maybe the guy doesn't want to 
see me and that's why he left. But | just need to see him 
one more time, you know. Just one more time to find out 
why he never said goodbye." 

"And what if you are just another one night stand to 
him, Jess, what then?" He didn't want Jess to get hurt. 

Jess flinched. "Then maybe, just maybe, | could finally 
let him go." 

"Okay." 

"Okay?" 

"Let's go find this man of yours and get our asses to 
the Event." 

Jess smiled. "Thank you." 

"Anything for my best friend." 


x OK OK x 


Two hours later, Joseph regretted the decision to 
support his friend in the man's quest to find the mysterious 
Tsatrya. He pulled at his shirt collar restlessly as the crowd 
of beautifully dressed people milled around him. He didn't 
know a suit could make him feel underdressed, but clearly 
he was not abreast of the outrageous designs so many wore 
especially for the Event. Never had he seen so many 
feathers and sequins all in one place. It was as if every 
attendee was trying to outdo the other. Jess's outfit paled in 
comparison to some of the others he had seen. 

Jess smirked at him. "You feeling like you should have 
taken my advice now? Well, at least you do stand out 
amongst the peacocks, blackbird." 

"Haha. Funny. You're a peacock yourself." He stuck out 
his tongue. 

"Yes. But | am not blatantly fanning out my plumage 
like those guys." 

"True that. So... when do the VIPs arrive anyway?" He 
looked around trying to sniff out any presence of the 
Tsatryas. 

"They usually come in really late. Grand entrance and 
all. Though to be honest, it's not really that much of the 
entrance as it is their overwhelming presence as a group." 

“Hmmm... So all these men and women here... They 
really think they stand a chance, huh?" 

"We all have dreams, Archie. Some just dream of 
being the mate of a Tsatrya." 

"What with all the perks and all," Joseph commented. 
"| don't know about you but the possibility of living for 
centuries kinda scares me." Anyone in constant physical 
contact with a Tsatrya, especially those who exchanged 
bodily fluids with them, would have an increased lifespan. 
This fact appealed to some of the masses. But not Joseph. 


The thought of living almost for an eternity made him feel 
rather uncomfortable. Probably because he wouldn't know 
what to do with all the spare time. He wondered whether 
any Tsatrya in history had ever died of boredom. 

"They're here," Jess said. 

"What? How..." He craned his neck towards the 
entrance and saw a group of Tsatryas and their mates enter 
the grounds. All Tsatryas had raven black hair and varying 
Shades of golden eyes. Even those who had a human 
mother. The Tsatrya's genes were too strong to be 
overpowered by the DNA of their human mates. 

Jess stood ramrod stiff next to him, watching the 
Tsatryas intently before whispering sadly, "He's not there." 

"Maybe he'll come later." Joseph tried to comfort his 
dejected friend. 

"It's been two years. Maybe | should have given up 
long ago." Jess made a move towards one of the exits. 

"Where are you going?" Joseph asked, panic in his 
voice. He didn't want to be left alone; not right then when 
the people around him stood up straighter; the women 
flaunting their bosoms, the men puffing out their chests in 
their attempts to attract a Tsatrya. 

"I am just going to the washroom." 

"Come back fast." 

“Relax. No one is going to eat you alive. At least | 
don't think so. You'll be all right." 

"Just hurry up and go." Jess squeezed his shoulder 
reassuringly before leaving his side. The crowd began 
speaking amongst themselves again as the Tsatryas made 
their way around the room. Joseph walked quickly to the 
rear of the room, leaning his tired back against one of the 
enormous Corinthian-styled pillars gracing the grand 
ballroom. Joseph observed the crowd interact with the 
Tsatryas almost lazily while managing to admire the 
Tsatrya's grace and beauty at the same time. They were 
really gorgeous specimens with their radiant, flawless skin, 


high cheekbones, and strong aquiline noses. And yet none 
turned on his desires like the Tsatrya he saw years ago. 


Chapter 3 


“Remind me why we're here again," Mykael said drily 
as he glanced at the crowd before him. 

Gilliam sighed. "We've just arrived, sir." 

"And they are already boring me." 

"You know you have an obligation to—" 

"To find a human female and procreate, yes, yes. | 
know, Gil." Mykael fought the urge to roll his eyes. 

"You could have chosen one of our own if that 
appealed to you more." 

"Thanks for the heads up, Oh Wise One. | may prefer 
the male gender but it doesn't mean I'm going to settle 
down with one of our egoistical cousins. Besides, | can 
appreciate the beautiful female form, too." 

"Uh huh. So go and prove it to me." 

"Why is it so important for you to get me mated 
anyway?" 

"You know why. We have to secure your place as 
Leader, Myk... sir." 

"Someone else from the clan can take over should | 
fail to have a child." 

"Are we willing to risk that, sir? One of your uncles or 
cousins at the helm?" 

"Things have settled down have they not?" 

"If by settled down, you mean a decrease in the 
number of challenges for your position, then yes. But I'd 
rather the challenges stop completely with the arrival of a 
child." 

"And what then? My child will be at risk when it's his 
turn to assume Leadership unless he learns how to defend 
himself well." 

"It is the way of the Tsatryas. Survival of the strongest. 
Unfortunately, our law allows challenges." 


"That might change if | get the Council to revoke this 
particular law or at least put a decent amount of years in 
between challenges." 

"There is a reason for that particular law. You have to 
agree since its inception, the number of assassinations have 
decreased over the centuries. | have not heard of a single 
attempt in more than half a century." 

"Not since Einarr of Ursova... | remember that. Weren't 
there some in the Council who wanted him to take over the 
reins?" 

"It is not safe to speak of this here." 

"What would | do without you, Gilliam?" Mykael 
deadpanned. 

"Probably let loose your thoughts and ideas on 
everyone you meet." 

"This is a bad thing?" Mykael chuckled. 

"Not everyone is ready to embrace some of your 
more... revolutionary ideas sir." 

"That is something we can agree upon. You would 
think living for centuries and seeing the years pass would 
make a Tsatrya more open-minded. But no." 

"Change is hard. And now if you'll excuse me, | need 
to converse with Ursova's advisor." 

"Of course. Duty before friendship. Leave me to the 
wolves." 

"| am sure you can handle the wolves just fine, sir." 
Gilliam winked at him. 

“Thanks for the vote of confidence." 


* OK OOK x 


Something made Joseph's body prickle with 
awareness, and there was a sudden, almost tense energy in 
the air. He looked around trying to pinpoint the source of his 
unease and stopped when his eyes met a familiar pair of 
dark coloured eyes from across the room. Eyes he knew to 


be a shade of gold that seemed to be liquefied by heat. And 
for the second time in Joseph's life, uncontrollable lust 
assailed his senses. His nose flared as the Tsatrya strode 
towards him, the sea of people instinctively parting for the 
imposing presence the male naturally exuded. 

"Come," the Tsatrya said as he reached Joseph's side, 
holding out his hand for Joseph to take. 

A part of Joseph screamed at him to run. But the 
stronger part in him, wanted nothing more than to touch the 
outreached hand. Warmth immediately engulfed Joseph's 
hand as it was enveloped tightly in the stranger's bigger 
one. The Tsatrya pulled him along, and he only put up an 
initial resistance before allowing himself to be led away from 
the ballroom. He could feel the weight of the people's eyes 
following their retreat, but his eyes never wavered from the 
strong lines of the Tsatrya's back. 

His surroundings flew past him in a blur as the Tsatrya 
led him up a flight of stairs, along a corridor, before 
stopping in front of an impressive, polished wooden door. 
The Tsatrya released his hand, opening the door with a key. 

The loss of the Tsatrya's touch left him wanting as 
Joseph followed him inside. If this was what Jess felt like 
when his Tsatrya had left him, then Joseph could finally 
understand the obsession behind Jess's every move in 
finding him. The thought of his best friend quickly went 
away as he was pulled into an embrace. The heat of the 
Tsatrya's hard body surrounded him and the male's obvious 
arousal rested against Joseph's lower abdomen. It took 
Joseph all of his will not to thrust his own swollen cock 
against the Tsatrya's hip. 

"Who are you?" Joseph whispered, his voice sounding 
hoarse to his ears. 

“"Mykael. You can call me Mykael," the man said before 
claiming Joseph's lips in a kiss. 

Joseph's mouth opened eagerly under the onslaught 
of Mykael's lips and warm, wet tongue. His breaths became 


ragged as the kiss deepened, their tongues thrusting 
against each other. Without realising it, his hands clutched 
Mykael's biceps tightly as he leaned forward on his tiptoes, 
seeking more contact. Mykael backed slightly away from 
him, breaking the kiss, allowing the two of them to catch 
their breath. Without warning, he hefted Joseph into his 
arms easily, walking swiftly towards the massive bed before 
dumping Joseph none too gently on the mattress. 

"| could have walked, you know," Joseph said with an 
arched eyebrow. He put his weight on his forearms, leaning 
back as he watched Mykael take off his jacket. 

"This was faster..." Mykael shrugged as he continued 
to unbutton his shirt. "What is your name?" 

"W-What?" Joseph asked as his eyes took in the sight 
of Mykael's broad shoulders and taut, muscled chest. He 
gulped, wanting to touch the texture of the revealed 
expanse of creamy, smooth flesh. 

"Your name," Mykael repeated, amused. 

"Joseph," he replied, eyes focused on Mykael's large 
hands that were now unbuckling his belt. 

"Hi, Joseph." Mykael's voice was soft, seemingly non- 
threatening. Until Joseph noticed the predatory glint in his 
eyes and the impressive bulge in his pants. Mykael moved 
closer, his knees bracketing Joseph's hips as Mykael rested 
his weight on his own arms. 

Joseph waited for the kiss, which never came. Instead, 
Mykael blew softly in his ear, licking the flesh slowly, letting 
his slick tongue glide across the sides. Joseph moaned when 
Mykael bit his earlobe, tugging gently before releasing it. 
His balls instinctively tightened, making him realise that if 
he didn't have a kink for that sort of thing before, he sure 
did now. His half-hardened penis swelled further. 

"Please..." 

"Please what, Joseph?" Mykael smirked down at him, 
grinding his burgeoning erection against Joseph's. 


Joseph didn't know what he was begging for exactly. 
All he wanted was release and all he craved was Mykael's 
touch against his skin. He lifted his hips upwards, mimicking 
the rolling movement of Mykael's. 

"Do you think | can make you come without touching 
you?" 

"Please..." Joseph grabbed Mykael's biceps. 

"Shhh..." Mykael whispered as he shifted, sitting up, 
his hard-on still touching Joseph's cock. He unbuttoned 
Joseph's shirt, letting his palm caress the bared skin. His two 
hands simultaneously rubbed Joseph's nipples till they 
puckered into hard buds. 

He bit his lip to hold back the moans threatening to 
leave his mouth. The weight of Mykael's heavy balls on his 
throbbing dick combined with the assault on his nipples 
made the lust in him burn brighter than before. Mykael 
leaned forward, his tongue sneaking out to flick against 
Joseph's nipple teasingly before circling it, and then taking 
the whole bud into his mouth, sucking on it hard. He 
clutched the bed sheets as his pre-cum escaped his swollen 
cock, staining his underwear. Mykael laughed when Joseph 
instinctively lifted his hips, needing more contact with the 
man straddling him. 

He smiled when Joseph frowned at him. "I'm not 
laughing at you, baby. You just make me feel like | am young 
again. And trust me | haven't felt like that in a long time 
now." 

Mykael stood abruptly and Joseph instantly missed the 
warmth enveloping him. He wanted to call out in protest till 
he saw Mykael was actually removing his pants and 
underwear, adding them to his discarded robe and shirt on 
the floor. Joseph sat up to remove his shirt before throwing 
the crumpled article to the floor. He moved on to his pants, 
quickly shucking them off as Mykael stood by the side of the 
bed watching him intently. His eyes were now dark liquids of 
gold, his nose flaring as Joseph lay naked before him. 


"Mykael?" Joseph said tentatively when the man didn't 
make a move. 

"Just admiring the view," Mykael said as he moved 
closer to the bed, his cock jutting out proudly, nearly 
touching his toned stomach. 

Joseph, who had never been attracted to a man before 
he saw this one, stared at the hard body and the stiff penis 
he thought should have turned him off, but it didn't. For the 
first time in his life, Joseph wanted to trail his tongue along 
the swollen length, curious as to what it would taste like. He 
licked his lips unconsciously, in anticipation. 

Mykael groaned and laughed at the same time. "Stop 
that before | pounce on you." He straddled Joseph once 
more. 

Heat radiated from Mykael's body in waves, a part of 
Joseph wanted to bare his throat in submission to the 
Tsatrya and the biting sensation as Mykael made his mark. 
He was startled at the thought, his mind starting to rebel 
before his body bucked to get Mykael off him. Mykael 
remained unmoved on top of him. 

"Joseph," Mykael said firmly. "Stop it." 

He whined before cutting the sound off abruptly. He 
looked up at Mykael in panic, his eyes starting to tear. 

"Joseph... I'm not gonna hurt you. Just please, stop 
struggling." He moved and Joseph found himself straddling 
the Tsatrya instead. "There. Better?" 

"What's wrong with me?" Joseph asked. 

"What's wrong?" 

"This. Us." Joseph gestured to the both of them. 

"Uhmm... | believe it's called sexual attraction," 
Mykael replied, a half-smile forming on his face. 

"No. You don't get it. | d-don't... | don't do this." 

"Do what?" Mykael's hands continued to rub Joseph's 
sides in slow repeated movements, as if soothing a 
frightened colt. 


"| don't make it a habit to sleep with men. I'm not 
even submissive in nature and yet..." 

"And yet?" 

"And yet you make me want to submit to you," Joseph 
admitted in one breath. 

Mykael caressed his cheek. "Our biology is different 
from your kind... how do | put it... most humans would find 
us quite overwhelming." 

Joseph frowned. "Well | don't have to like it." 

He chuckled. "No, you don't. We can do this with you 
on top of me if it bothers you so. | just need to be in you 
soon." Mykael gestured to his hard-on which had not 
softened since they had stopped to talk, his hand moving to 
rest on Joseph's hip. 

Joseph ducked his head to prevent Mykael from seeing 
him blush. His cheeks were flushed with heat... his groin, 
too, at the thought of Mykael in him. Another first. But not 
an unwelcome one. 

"| don't mind," Joseph said quietly. 

"Don't mind what?" 

"Being on the bottom? Jess mentioned to me once... it 
was easier to receive... from that position." 

"Jess?" 

"A good friend," he quickly explained when the hand 
holding his hip tightened a fraction. 

"Hmmm." His grip loosened and the downward turn of 
his mouth disappeared. "So, you don't mind, huh? Know 
what I think?" 

Joseph shook his head. 

"I think you are lying." And with that, Mykael switched 
their positions again, smiling the confident smirk which 
made Joseph want to wipe it right off him. Except he wanted 
to kiss the smirk away at the same time. This just confused 
him more. 

"What are you talking about?" he asked instead as 
Mykael continued to stare at him intently. 


"You like it when I'm on top of you," Mykael said without 
a trace of arrogance. When Joseph struggled, Mykael 
grabbed his arms, holding him down tight. "Stop it. I'm not 
saying this to lord it over you. It is just the way our bodies 
react to each other. It does not mean you are weaker when 
you submit to me. Especially not when it's done in pleasure. 
You have to get that." 

Joseph stilled. He looked into Mykael's eyes and saw 
the Tsatrya meant every word he said. And even though his 
mind rebelled at the thought of submitting, his body 
revelled in having someone else take charge. His traitorous 
cock started to fill to full hardness as Mykael loomed over 
him. It was much easier to give in. They had a night 
together. And after, things could go on the way they were 
before. Joseph didn't know why the thought of only having 
one night with Mykael flustered him. But whatever occurred 
between them would be a memory he'd never forget. 


Chapter 4 


Mykael looked down at the man staring up at him, his 
honey-brown eyes revealing his confusion and wonderment. 
He had sensed Joseph before he had seen him earlier. It was 
as if a magnetic pull existed only between the two of them. 
He had never wanted anything more than the smaller man 
lying beneath him right now. It was taking all of him not to 
just claim the man for his own, to leave his mark on Joseph. 
He fought back the instinctive possessiveness that came to 
the fore where the other man was concerned. Instead, he 
focused on Joseph's blissed out look, his disarrayed mop of 
thick burnished toffee-coloured hair, his dilated eyes, and 
his taut, slim body covered in a sheen of perspiration. The 
flush of pink on his skin had only started to deepen as 
Joseph grew more aroused. 

"Mykael?" Joseph said uncertainly. 

He gave a reassuring smile as his hands moved slowly 
down Joseph's body, stopping for a few lingering moments 
on his pecs, rubbing the dark pink nubs he loved so well. He 
watched as Joseph bit back a groan before continuing the 
downward trail. When his wandering hands reached Joseph's 
lower abdomen, the muscles beneath his touch fluttered, 
making him grin in response. 

"You are ticklish... here," he said as he allowed one 
lone finger to caress the spot. 

"It's more a weird feeling than one that makes me 
want to laugh," Joseph gritted out. 

Taking pity on the man, he moved on to the object of 
his destination. He blew on Joseph's thickened shaft even as 
his hands rubbed Joseph's hips. Watching as a trail of pre- 
cum started to leak from the flushed head, he leaned 
forward to lap the liquid away, licking the tip of the pulsing 
flesh. Joseph jerked forward, but Mykael's restraining hands 
on his hips ensured he did not get a full face of hard cock. 


He continued to lick around the sides of Joseph's shaft, 
tongue lingering on the bulging vein as he watched Joseph 
arch his neck, eyes closed in pleasure. Joseph was close, 
and at any other time he would have loved to suck the 
pretty cock in front of him, but that would have to wait. He 
wanted them both to come with his shaft up Joseph's ass. 
Reluctantly, he sucked the head of Joseph's shaft one more 
time before reaching out for the bottle of special lubricant 
he kept in the bedside drawer. 

Joseph opened his eyes when Mykael moved away, 
looking at the medium-sized clear glass bottle in his hand 
that held a transparent liquid. "That's not like any tube of 
lube I've seen." 

Mykael smiled. "Of course not. Ours is specially made 
to our tastes." 

"Really, in what way?" The mysterious comment 
ignited Joseph's interest. 

"Well, let's just say for most of us who have male 
partners, the lubricant was created to enhance our partner's 
pleasure. And one ingredient we add into the mix is our own 
essence." 

"Your own..." Joseph's eyes widened in realisation. 
"Your semen? You put your semen in that, won't the 
lubricant go bad?" 

Mykael could not control his laughter. "Trust me, 
Joseph, it hasn't let me down in all the many years I've used 
it. And in case you are wondering, our bodies don't carry 
diseases and are immune to human ones. So yes, | prefer to 
do it bareback whenever | can." 

"No condoms you mean." Joseph licked his lower lip in 
anticipation. 

"No condoms," Mykael reaffirmed, twisting the cap of 
the bottle before pouring a good-sized amount of the gel- 
like liquid onto his fingers. "Spread your legs Joseph, knees 


up." 


Joseph hesitated for a few moments before spreading 
his legs wider. A red flush started to form on his chest, and 
his cheeks blushed a deep pink. "Don't be embarrassed, 
Joseph. You are beautiful." 

"Shut up," Joseph groaned out, the blush deepening 
further. 

"But you are. You are beautiful." Mykael took Joseph's 
lips in a kiss. Joseph moaned against his mouth as his 
fingers found Joseph's puckered hole. "Relax for me, Joseph, 
I'm not going to hurt you but you have to relax." 

One finger dipped into the crevice only to be clamped 
in tight heat of resistance. He pushed his finger in slowly, 
coating the muscle walls with lubricant. When Joseph 
relaxed around his slicked finger, he inserted another one, 
dipping in further, scissoring his fingers, stretching the 
muscles out. He watched Joseph's face closely for any signs 
of discomfort or pain and found none. Joseph gazed right 
back, his breaths coming out in measured gasps as Mykael’'s 
finger brushed over the clustered knot of nerves. 

"Like that Joseph?" Mykael whispered. "Yeah you like 
that." He inserted a third finger, slicking his hole, widening 
the tight channel further. 

"P-please, Mykael," Joseph moaned, his eyes closed, 
his hips thrusting forward. 

“Tell me what you want, Joseph." 

Joseph opened his eyes. "You." He reached out to 
stroke Mykael's impressive dick, which was pulsing and 
straining. "You." 

"Fuck, Joseph. | wanted to go slower. My dick is bigger 
than three fingers. And you are so damn tight." 

"I can take it. | just want you inside me." 

"We'll see. It'll burn at first," Mykael warned. 

He nodded, breathing in deeply as Mykael removed 
his fingers, the tip of Mykael's cock resting outside his 
twitching hole. And then Mykael could not wait any longer. 
He pushed slowly into Joseph's narrow passage, inching his 


bulbous head in first. He wanted to come right then but took 
a deep breath in, calming himself as Joseph muttered 
incoherently beneath him. 

"Joseph, okay?" Mykael gritted out. 

Joseph nodded. "You can push in deeper." 

"Are you in pain?" 

"No. It's just... you are stretching me... So weird." 

"I am not even all the way in, baby. Wait until then. | 
need you to relax for me, okay. Just push down on me. Don't 
fight it." Mykael pushed his hips forward, spreading Joseph's 
legs wider apart as he did. Inch by inch, till the hot, snug 
passage covered every inch of his shaft, his tight balls 
touching Joseph's ass. 

"Oh God..." Joseph whimpered. "Oh God... Mykael. It 
fucking burns... Why the hell do you guys even do this?" 

"Ssshh." Mykael kissed Joseph's forehead and tasted 
the salty tang of sweat. "It'll be better soon." He allowed 
Joseph a few more moments to get used to his girth. Closing 
his eyes, he prayed for patience, as he wanted nothing 
more than to ram himself inside Joseph and spurt his seed 
into him. He moved as Joseph's muscles clenched 
experimentally around his sensitive tissue. Biting back a 
groan of pleasure, he started to thrust in and out and in and 
out. Every time he slipped back in, Mykael made sure to aim 
his thrusts against the clustered knot that gave his lover 
pleasure. Joseph moaned, his hands now resting around 
Mykael's neck, clinging as Mykael pushed into him again 
and again. 

"Come on, baby," Mykael gritted out, wanting so badly 
to release his seed into the tight furnace holding him. He 
kept on thrusting, one slicked hand now wrapped around 
Joseph's swollen shaft as he timed his movement, thrusting 
in deeply with an upward stroke. The double assault made 
Joseph a writhing mess and it took only a few more strokes 
before Joseph came, his thick white cum spurting high up on 
his chest. Mykael smiled half in triumph as the pleasure took 


him over. As Joseph's muscles convulsed around him, 
Mykael rammed in one more time, groaning deeply as his 
hips stuttered, spilling his seed into Joseph's tight heat. 

x KOK OX 


Joseph lay still, too tired to move, his body aching. The 
good kind of ache he would love to revisit any other day. 
Mykael rested heavily on him, his soft penis still inside of 
Joseph, and his sticky cum starting to leak out from the 
sides. Joseph clenched his inner muscles experimentally, 
making Mykael's dick twitch in response. Mykael groaned 
before lifting his head from where it rested on Joseph's 
shoulder. 

"Don't tempt me into another round, Joseph. I'm too 
old for a sex marathon. And you are, no doubt, too sore," 
Mykael said, shifting, letting his limp cock slide out of Joseph 
in one smooth move. Mykael moved off Joseph, falling to his 
side as one hand started to caress Joseph's abdomen. 

Joseph whimpered, his hole throbbing and empty, 
save for the substantial amount of cum flooding his 
passage. He squirmed as another trail of cum started to leak 
out. Mykael studied him, smiling softly. 

"What?" Joseph asked, and Mykael only smiled wider. 
"You came a lot!" 

"Oh sorry, baby, did I? Come, I'll clean my seed out for 
you." Mykael's hand that was stroking his abdomen slowly 
moved down a path past his flaccid cock, drawing a groan 
out of Joseph, his callused fingers leaving Joseph's 
sensitised penis feeling raw to the touch. 

One finger entered his tender hole, circling it, pushing 
the thick liquid out of him. A prickling sensation began to 
stir in his balls when Mykael's finger managed to rub itself 
against his prostate. His penis jerked in response, blood 
pooling to his groin, leaving it semi-hard. 

"Like that, huh?" Mykael chuckled against his ear, his 
warm breath causing Joseph to shudder. He dug in deeper, 


curving his finger, hitting Joseph's pleasure spot again. 
Joseph moaned, his muscles instinctively clamping on the 
finger to keep it in. "Think | could make you come just like 
this?" 

He lifted his hips in answer, craving the slight burn 
Mykael's finger left in its wake. Mykael inserted another 
finger, saying softly into Joseph's ear, "I would put my cock 
into you again, Joseph, if you could take it." 

Mykael's shaft hardened next to his hip. He rubbed 
sinuously against the hot flesh only to have Mykael cover 
him, stilling his movement. 

"Don't, baby. Don't tempt me. This one's only for you, 
all right?" Mykael kissed his lips gently. Mykael's fingers 
entered his loosened passage as he moved his half-hard 
shaft against Joseph's swollen one. Joseph moaned, his 
prostate stimulated over and over. His balls tightening 
almost to the point of pain, he grabbed onto Mykael's 
biceps, fingernails digging deeply into the Tsatrya's flesh. 

"Come," Mykael commanded softly. 

And Joseph did, shooting his seed so fast and hard he 
saw black spots for a few moments. He realised his eyes 
were closed when Mykael whispered in his ear telling him to 
get some rest. He smiled, moving closer to the warmth of 
the Tsatrya's body and snuggling deep into his arms before 
allowing sleep to claim him. 


Chapter 5 


Joseph woke up with a shaft of sunlight in his face and 
a heavy weight half-pinning him down. He opened his eyes 
Slowly, blinking against the bright rays. He enjoyed a few 
moments of warmth and contentment before realising why 
he felt that way. Turning to glance at the person responsible 
for the heavy arm across his chest, Joseph found the Tsatrya 
he had slept with the night before. Mykael appeared 
younger in his sleep with the fringe of hair covering his eyes 
—eyes around which distinguished laugh lines had formed 
over time. 

Joseph touched Mykael's face, smiling tenderly. A loud 
voice beyond the door called out for the Tsatrya. Mykael 
shifted in his sleep, murmuring something inaudible as 
Joseph quickly closed his eyes, pretending to be asleep. 
Next, the person calling for Mykael knocked on the door, 
and the arm which held him close during the night finally 
moved away. Joseph missed the feeling immediately. 

"| am coming, Gil! Fuck, couldn't you wait?" Mykael 
shouted at whoever stood outside. 

"Well I'm glad to know you are alive and well," the 
voice replied drily. 

The sheets crackled when Mykael shifted and then 
there was the rustling of clothes. Soft lips touched Joseph's 
forehead. He wanted to smile at the tender gesture but 
refrained, keeping himself still and his breathing even. The 
sounds of the door opening followed by a new set of 
footsteps filled the bedroom before the door was firmly shut 
with a click. 

"Thank you for disappearing on me last night, 
Mykael," the stranger said. 

"| had an important matter to attend to." 

"Uh huh, and by an important matter I'm assuming 
you are referring to the current man warming your bed?" 


Joseph tried not to flinch in case the stranger and 
Mykael were looking at him. 

Mykael sighed. "I'm busy, Gil. What is it that you want 
so early in the morning?" 

"| want to know why you disappeared. You were 
supposed to find a mate last night Mykael. But instead you 
left with some human male." 

"Look Gil, | Know we've been friends for a long time 
and | know you care for me. But do not think you can tell me 
what to do," Mykael said, his voice carefully level. 

"Oh, | never presume to tell you what to do. You never 
listen anyway." 

"Good." 

“But | want you to at least hear me out this time." 

"Are you speaking to me as an adviser or my friend?" 

"Both." 

"What if | choose not to mate with a female human, 
what then Gilliam?" 

“"Mykael... you need an heir. When will you take this 
seriously?" 

"And when will you realise that | do?" Mykael replied, 
his voice worn out. 

Joseph decided to move right then. The conversation 
was getting far too personal for him to continue overhearing 
and he was Starting to feel uneasy. He shifted, stretching his 
body out as he opened his eyes, adjusting his vision to the 
light. When his eyes finally focused on the two blurry 
figures, he realised both were staring at him. 

"Uhmmm, hi?" he croaked out. 

"Good morning, Joseph," Mykael replied, his lips 
turning upward in a smile. 

"Morning." He forced an answering smile. 

"| will leave now," the stranger, Gilliam, said. He 
nodded slightly at Joseph in acknowledgement and 
exchanged a look with Mykael before opening the door to 
leave. 


Joseph looked at the closed door and then at Mykael. 
"So... who was that?" 

"A friend who advises far too much." 

"Really?" 

"Really. But he means well." 

"All friends do," Joseph replied, his tone even. 

"Enough about him." Mykael approached Joseph, 
smirking slightly. "Let's talk about us instead." 

"Oh, really?" Joseph smiled as Mykael trailed a lone 
finger down his bare chest, past his abdomen, pushing the 
sheet down with it. 

"Really." Mykael nodded. 

And then no more words were spoken as Mykael's 
robe joined the rest of their discarded clothing on the floor. 


* OK OK x 


Joseph checked his phone for messages and noticed 
he had a few missed calls from Jess; a few messages 
ranging from concern to one calling him a prick for leaving 
his best friend alone without notice. Joseph wanted to call 
Jess back, but when he heard the sounds of the shower turn 
off, instead quickly texted back a message before switching 
off his phone. Less than a minute later, a wet Mykael strode 
out of the bathroom, a towel hanging loosely around his 
hips. 

"You should have joined me," Mykael said. 

"If | had, we wouldn't have been bathing." 

"We certainly would've been bathing." The effect was 
ruined when Mykael started waggling his eyebrows. "And it 
would have been productive, too. We could have done two 
things at once." 

"Well, my ass is too sore for another round." 

"That's not what you said the last time." Mykael 
winked at him. "Anyway, go get your bath now. | have to 
talk to Gilliam for a bit." 


"Okay," Joseph replied quietly, the smile leaving his 
face. 

"Hey, you all right?" 

"I'm fine. Just tired is all." 

Mykael continued to look at him for a few more 
seconds before saying, "Wait for me here. | need to talk to 
you before you leave." 

He nodded when Mykael continued to stare at him, 
waiting patiently for Joseph's response. Joseph watched as 
Mykael got himself dressed in his formal attire before 
venturing out to meet Gilliam. He didn't notice last night but 
today he did; the ensemble Mykael wore was simple, yet 
one could not help but be aware of the quality of the fabrics 
and the well-designed cut of the suit. He wondered how high 
up the ladder Mykael's rank was in his Tsatrya domain. 
Fifteen minutes later, he got his answer from an unexpected 
source. 


* OK OOK OX 


Joseph stepped out of the bathroom, thanking the 
Gods above that he decided to wear the plush robe hanging 
off the rail instead of going nude as he usually did. The 
reason being the Tsatrya seated on the chair near the floor- 
to-ceiling window. 

"What—" 

"Oh, you are out," the Tsatrya spoke as he stood up. 

"Who are you? If you're looking for Mykael, he's—" 

"| wanted to speak with you." 

Twice the Tsatrya had interrupted him. Joseph was 
starting to feel a tad annoyed with it all. "With regard to?" 

“Our Leader." 

"What does your Leader have to do with me?" Joseph 
asked, perplexed. Even as a sinking feeling began stirring 
within him. 


"Mykael is our Leader. But you knew that," the Tsatrya 
said disdainfully. 

"I'm sorry but who the hell are you again?" 
"I'm his adviser and—" 

"Yeah, well whatever. Then please advise him to make 
sure he tells his future one-night stands who he is exactly 
before sleeping with them." Joseph was beyond pissed. It 
was obvious this adviser of Mykael's thought of him as one 
of many who wanted to get into his Leader's pants as a leg 
up the social ladder. 

“Everyone knows who he is." 

"Not me," Joseph gritted out, glaring at the— "What is 
your name Tsatrya?" 

"Gilliam." 

"Well, Gilliam. I'll just get out of your hair. Mykael's 
too. As soon as | can find my clothes." 

Gilliam stared at him, almost as if he was trying to 
read Joseph. And continued to stare. 

“For God's sake, what, Gilliam?" 

"You really intend to leave?" 

"Yes! We had good sex. That's it. Of course | want to 
leave." 

“He'd want you to stay," Gilliam said grudgingly. 

"| assumed you wanted me to leave. | don't even need 
to hear what you obviously wanted to speak to me about." 

Gilliam sighed. "If you were female, this would be 
more acceptable." 

"Seriously, you are homophobic? Because | think your 
Leader is half-gay man—" 

"No, I'm not homophobic. Most Tsatryas are bisexual. 
It's hard to be judgemental in that kind of environment, 
don't you think? It's more to do with the fact that you can't 
bear a child." 

"Well, of course not. I'm a male. Duh." 

"Precisely. And Mykael, he needs a mate who can give 
him an heir—" 


“Whoa. Hold on a minute all right. No one is looking 
for a mate here." 

"No? Then why are you still here?" 

"Because he asked me to stay, dammit." 

"Precisely," Gilliam said, a knowing gleam in his eyes. 

"What exactly am | missing here, Gilliam?" 

“He wants you. | know him too well. This is more than 
just a random shag to him." 

"And what do you want me to do if Mykael has that 
idea in his head?" Joseph asked challengingly. 

"| can't make you do anything. You seem like a 
stubborn ass to be honest." There was no malice in Gilliam's 
tone. The Tsatrya sounded like he was merely stating a fact. 
"| just wanted to inform you that it is important for Mykael to 
find a suitable mate. One who can give him an heir and 
secure his place as Leader." 

"Look. | get it all right, where you're coming from. | 
don't know why exactly you're threatened by me, but I'm 
leaving, so whatever it is..." 

Gilliam snorted. "Mykael won't let you leave. Even if 
you manage to, he'll track you down. He can be persistent 
sometimes. It's good when he applies it to affairs of the 
state. But... anyway, it won't do you any good to leave now, 
without his go-ahead." 

"I'm not his property." 

"Get used to the feeling. I've a hunch you might have 
to eventually." 

"And again | don't know whether you want me to stay 
or leave. Or what exactly the point of your visit is." 

"To be honest. | don't quite know either now that I've 
met you. | just want what's best for the Leader. And it 
seemed like you were not his best option at this point in 
time." 

"Well, thank you for being so honest, Gilliam. | really 
appreciate it. Don't hold back what you really think," Joseph 
said drily. 


"You're welcome," Gilliam replied. Joseph didn't know 
whether the Tsatrya meant it or whether he was being 
sarcastic back. It perturbed him that he couldn't read 
Gilliam easily. "| should leave now. Goodbye, Joseph. It was 
nice meeting you." 

"Unfortunately, | can't say the same." Joseph grunted. 


* OK OOK OX 


Mykael was more frustrated than ever at his friend's 
stubbornness after the talk they had. He understood 
Gilllam's intent but he didn't have to like the solution 
presented. Especially not after he met someone who still 
held his attention after a night of sexual exploration which 
would usually result in his jaded self moving on to the next 
willing partner. Instead, there he was trying to convince his 
friend that Joseph was the one for him. Gilliam had brushed 
it off as Mykael being blinded by good sex. And that was the 
clincher. Mykael had had encounters of really great sex, but 
what he shared with Joseph last night went far above that. 
He told Gilliam he was resolved to giving whatever 
relationship he could have with Joseph a try. 

Mykael rushed quickly back to the guest room, half- 
afraid Joseph would leave without saying goodbye. He 
opened the door to find Joseph sitting on the edge of the 
bed. Joseph looked up, their eyes meeting. A smile that had 
formed on the man's face disappeared just as quickly, his 
stance becoming more reserved. 

"Joseph?" 

"Mykael." His tone matched Mykael's cautious one. 

"What is wrong?" 

"Nothing." 

"Right. | believe that." Mykael managed not to roll his 
eyes because really, Leaders of continents just don't do that 
sort of thing. 

"L... | am just waiting for you so | can say goodbye." 


"Goodbye?" Mykael asked. He hadn't even broached 
the question of a possible long-term relationship between 
them before Joseph had thrown that bomb out. "You want to 
leave?" And what Mykael didn't add was the word 'me' to 
the question. 

"I have school," Joseph replied weakly. 

"We have schools in Lithonur." 

Joseph tilted his head to the side. "What are you trying 
to say Mykael?" 

"I'm asking you to come home with me." 

"Just like that?" 

"Just like that," Mykael replied, his tone almost 
unyielding. 

"How about | come pay you a visit during vacation?" 

Mykael sat on the bed, next to Joseph, their sides 
touching. "Joseph." 

“Mykael, | don't know what exactly you expect from 
me." 

"To tell you the truth," Mykael said, turning around to 
look at Joseph, his eyes landing on Joseph's lips. Lips that 
were still slightly swollen from their early morning activities. 
"Neither do |. But | want you by my side for a few more 
days." He bent to capture the lips tempting him so, opening 
Joseph's mouth gently, and seeking his tongue. 

Joseph leaned forward into the kiss, deepening it, their 
tongues moving against each other. "Not fair," Joseph said 
when they broke apart, voice a little hoarse. 

Mykael smiled. "I always did like to play with a full 
deck of cards." 

Joseph smiled back, but then a frown soon followed. 
"I'm not even sure | like men, Mykael." 

"Then what is this?" Mykael asked as his hand cupped 
the slight bulge forming in Joseph's pants, rubbing against it 
hard. 

Joseph gasped. "Like | said, you don't play fair. And 
you know what | mean. You were the first male I've ever 


been attracted to. I've never felt anything like this before." 

"And that's why you should come with me, Joseph." 

"Why not you come with me?" 

"| would if | could just take a vacation from my job, but 
| can't. People depend on me. And I've got to go back and 
resume my duties soon." 

Joseph's eyes flickered away from him then. 

"What is it?" 

"Nothing," Joseph replied a little too quickly. 

"It's never nothing. What is it?" 

"| heard Mykael. You... you are the esteemed ruler of 
Lithonur. | don't even know how that changes things but it 
does. Who knew? That the first man... Tsatrya | would sleep 
with would turn out to be so high up the ladder. Funny, 
huh?" He laughed but there was no joy in it, only slight 
bitterness. 

"The only man, the only Tsatrya you would ever sleep 
with, Joseph. Don't mistake that. For now, you are mine." He 
held back the urge to growl. Surprising how the human male 
brought out the baser instincts in him. The need to mark 
and protect... and mate. It dawned on Mykael then what he 
wanted from Joseph. 

"Mykael?" Joseph looked at him, his brows furrowed. 
"Are you alright?" 

"Do you feel this pull between us?" 

"I... | don't even know what this is between us." 

"In our terms, you could possibly be my true mate." 

"You're wrong. Gilliam said..." He quickly cut himself 
off, his eyes widening in apparent shock at his slip. 

"Gilliam? What does Gilliam have to do with us? And 
since when do you speak to him? He was late in meeting me 
earlier." Mykael came to a sudden realisation. "He was 
meeting you." 

Joseph didn't reply, his eyes furtively breaking away 
from Mykael's stare. 

"What did he say? Tell me." 


"He means well. He is a good friend to have." 

"I know that. But | need to Know what he said to you." 

"He told me the truth. You need an heir apparent. And 
I'm not a likely candidate, am | Mykael?" 

"| don't care." 

"You say that now. But what about years from now 
when you tire of me, when your empire falls in disarray? 
What then?" 

"Was that what he said? That | would tire of you? That 
you'd be the cause of my downfall?" 

"No... Not exactly. But there's a hint of truth to it, isn't 
there? | can't have your children. Why would you want me 
to be your mate? Look... if it's about the sex, like | said... | 
could come visit once in awhile. We could be like one of 
those friends with benefits..." 

"| would agree if it were what you truly wanted. But 
you are lying. It's more than just sex. We have a—" 

"A what? Connection?" Joseph snorted derisively. 

"Make fun of what | said if it pleases you to do so. I've 
lived long enough in this world to know when to let go and 
when to stride forward. And you... you | definitely can't let 
go." 

"Mykael..." 

"Joseph, give us a few months." Mykael grabbed 
Joseph's cheek lightly, turning it to face him. 

Joseph scrutinised him for a few moments before 
answering. "Let me finish my term first... And then I'll come 
to you. Will that do?" 

Relief flooded Mykael's senses. "Of course. But how 
long?" 

"| still have one month plus left to cover. And then we 
get a three-week break. So during those three weeks... 
maybe we can just see exactly what it is we have between 
us?" 

What they had was something that could last till his 
final days if Joseph would only give them a chance. But 


Mykael only nodded in response, certain he would use those 
three weeks to convince Joseph not to leave. 


Chapter 6 


"Remember to put the special package | gave you in 
your luggage," Jess said over the phone. 

"Seriously Jess... no I'm not bringing your care 
package with me." Joseph's cheeks heated at the thought of 
some of the stuff Jess had included in the so-called ‘special’ 
package. There was an item that looked like a large whistle 
except it wasn't a whistle at all. The new things Joseph 
learned every day. 

"| included a pamphlet stating the use of each item, well 
those | figured you wouldn't know how to work your way 
around. Now Perfect Peter on the other hand—" 

"Could we not have this conversation over the 
phone?" 

"Oh trust me, Archie, I'd love to be there to instruct you 
on the use of each toy, but too bad, I'm on a sunny isle right 
now enjoying the warm rays of light and cool breeze." 

"Bitch." 

"Jerk," Jess replied before promptly adding, "You know 
you were invited to this vacation. But no, you had to go visit 
your boyfriend." 

"Shut up. You know he's not exactly my boyfriend." 

"No, of course not. Far be it from me to assume you 
two are boyfriends. Mates would be the proper term." 

"Jess!" 

"What? The Tsatrya wants you so bad, Archie. It's time 
you acknowledge you feel the same way, too. Geez, you 
were hell to be with on campus with all your mood swings." 

"| don't have mood swings." 

"No, of course you don't. You just lapse into moments 
of depression, which is completely normal since your mate 
is miles away from you." 

"Jess!" 


"| love it when you say my name in that tone. Look, | 
just called to tell you to enjoy yourself all right. | may not 
have found my Tsatrya dream man. But I'm glad my best 
friend did. If he hurts you though, Tsatrya or not, ruler of 
Lithonur or not, | will hunt him down. Tell him | said that." 

"Jess..." Joseph smiled to himself, feeling tightness 
around his chest at the sentimentality of the moment. 

"What? You're not gonna cry on me now are you?" 

"Hah. | hate it when we get so touchy feely with our 
feelings like this." 

"Yeah because you're not man enough to embrace the 
tender side ever present in each of us like me." 

"True. Not every man would cry when Romeo died..." 

"Hey! Leo's a damn good actor." 

"Whatever man. Look, go and enjoy the rest of your 
vacation. I've got to finish packing now." 

"Yes, pack! And for goodness sake, take my special 
package along!" 

"Goodbye. I'll see you when | get back." 

Silence greeted him on the other end of the line. 

"Jess?" 

"Will | see you when I get back, Archie?" Jess asked, 
his voice quiet and almost sad. 

"Jess..." Joseph said just as quietly. "I'll be back all 
right." 

"Maybe you won't." 

"|... Goodbye, Jess. | love you..." 

“Love you too, Archie. Tata for now, bitch." Jess's voice 
seemed almost normal again, and Joseph put down the 
phone with a smile on his face. Finally, he was going to see 
Mykael after one month and a week apart. The mere 
thought of Mykael made his cock twitch in excitement and 
his heart beat that much faster. Jess was right. The hours 
spent without Mykael made him a downright asshole to be 
with, depending on the time of the day. It usually got worse 
as night drew nearer because that was the time when 


Joseph would have to go to bed... alone. He packed faster, 
looking forward to seeing his would-be lover again. 


* OK OOK OX 


But it wasn't Mykael who picked him up at the 
aerodrome. A grimfaced Gilliam received him instead, 
looking like he wanted nothing less than to pick up his 
boss's fling of the day. He still greeted Gilliam, nonetheless. 
His late mother had taught him manners, and it would be 
rude to ignore the Tsatrya. 

"Hi, Gilliam," Joseph said firmly, holding out a hand. 

Gilliam gave him a once over, and he tried not to 
squirm under the Tsatrya's intense gaze. It was almost as if 
Gilliam was judging him. He took Joseph's hand in a firm grip 
before nodding and saying brusquely, "This way." 

Joseph followed Gilliam through the gathering crowd 
and was surprised some of them were taking pictures of 
him. Gilliam turned, giving him a fleeting glance and 
perhaps noticing the look of surprise on Joseph's face 
because he commented on it soon after. 

"You might have to get used to that." 

"Excuse me?" Joseph asked, confused. 

“"Mykael is kind of a big deal here. He is the Leader, 
yes. But they've also elevated him to a level of idolatry." 

"You're not serious." 

"Unfortunately, | am. His policies helped Lithonur in 
rebuilding itself after the first civil war." 

"You're proud of him." 

Gilliam looked at him in surprise and was about to 
answer when a car drove up right next to them. Joseph 
watched as Gilliam took the key from the man before tipping 
him and gesturing for Joseph to get into the vehicle. 

"Should | put the luggage in the—" Joseph started to ask 
when Gilliam picked up his luggage single-handedly and 


lobbed the heavy item effortlessly across the backseat. 
"Well, okay then. Thanks, Gilliam." 

The silence during the car ride started to get to him 
till Gilliam finally spoke up. "Mykael asked me to inform you 
he'd be late tonight. But he wants you to wait for him." 

"Oh? Is he—?" 

"He's meeting with a few of the ministers from Ursova. 
Surprisingly, he did manage to do something productive 
during our visit there despite getting distracted..." 

The implication was obvious. Joseph was all right with 
Gilliam being cold around him but to disregard him as such. 
It was too much. "Look, Gilliam. | get that you don't like me. 
You've already given me the warning speech last month, 
remember? I'm just putting up with you like you are putting 
up with me because, in spite of this animosity you have 
towards me, we both want what's best for Mykael. And us to 
tear at each other's throats is not going to help him any." 

"| don't—" 

"| haven't finished. At least give me the courtesy of 
allowing me to finish what | need you to hear first before 
you judge me, which you no doubt already have." Joseph 
paused and when Gilliam remained silent, he carried on. "I 
like Mykael. And I'm only telling you this because you need 
to understand, | did try to make it a one-night thing. But 
Mykael didn't let me. And frankly, | don't want what we 
might have to end either. I've always, a/ways liked women. 
Do you know how it felt to find out apparently | can like men 
too? Mykael... What | feel for him scares the hell outta me. 
He scares the hell outta me. And | still want to be with him. 
Maybe you don't approve of us because | can't give him a 
child. But we don't even know how long I'll be with him. He 
might even get tired of me during our three weeks together. 
| could be gone at the end of this vacation and you would 
have realised you have worried for nothing." 

"He won't," Gilliam said. 

"What?" 


"I've never seen him like this before. Not even with 
some of his more beautiful and experienced lovers." 

"| don't know whether that was supposed to make me 
feel better or worse," Joseph said wryly. 

"Neither. I'm just telling you like it is. And that's why 
I'm worried. If you only knew the effort he put in towards 
making your stay here as comfortable and memorable as 
possible, then maybe you'd know my concern is justified." 

"Couldn't we just pretend to get along then? Are you 
naturally like this with everyone you meet, or it is just me 
who is honoured enough to see this side of you?" 

Gilliam glanced at Joseph once, and Joseph could see 
the guy really was clueless as to his abrasiveness towards 
him. "I just worry for the Leader sometimes." 

“Understood. | do too. At least that's something we 
Can agree upon." 

"You are not what | expected, Joseph." 

"Oh?" 

"No, not really what | expected at all." 

Gilliam remained silent for the rest of the journey. If 
Joseph had wanted approval from that corner, then that was 
the most he would get he guessed. He would like to think, 
uncomfortable though the car ride may be, at least one 
bridge had been crossed. 


Chapter 7 


"You came to us seeking answers to your current 
difficult situation, and now you want to argue on the 
solution we presented?" Mykael was trying his best to hide 
the irritation the Ursova ministers had elicited from him. 

"With all due respect, Leader, Ursova might not have 
the finances to carry out such a grand scale project. As it is, 
much of our funds have gone towards the less fortunate in 
our nation state. We're more focused on the wellbeing of our 
people," the elected spokesman for the group countered 
back. 

"Do you even know how ironic your statement is right 
now? Sinking those funds into the agricultural department 
to develop the lands would only prove advantageous to the 
people in the long run." Mykael was exhausted. Talking to 
the Ursova ministers and getting nowhere during the whole 
head banging process was giving him a migraine. Some of 
them were too damn stubborn to take his advice. He hoped 
those who were more receptive to the idea would convince 
the rest, because Ursova's lands were dying, and if they 
didn't do anything to revive them, Ursova might be in 
trouble. No one likes to hear their way of running things 
sucked, but it had to be said. 

"Leader?" Gilliam said tentatively from the doorway. 
Mykael did not even notice that it had opened. 

"Yes, Gilliam?" He glanced at his friend, grateful for 
the interruption. 

"He is here," Gilliam replied, his tone distant. Mykael 
suspected Gilliam was still miffed because he had been 
relegated to chauffeur duties. But truthfully, there was no 
one else he trusted Joseph with. 

“Thank you, Gilliam." Mykael smiled before turning to 
address the Ursova ministers. "Gentlemen, | have a matter 
to see to. | will leave you to discuss the remaining matters 


with my staff. Once again, please do consider our 
suggestions. It would most likely result in progress for all 
involved." Mykael had done his part. His attendance wasn't 
really required in the first place. He had full belief in his 
Staff's competency. 


* OK OOK * 


Mykael approached Joseph's assigned room with 
trepidation. He rarely allowed anyone to enter his private 
sanctuary. Over the years, only a few had been allowed in, 
let alone be permitted to occupy one of the rooms. His staff 
was already gossiping about Joseph being housed in the 
wing of his private abode and would no doubt relish the fact 
that the current resident was a human male. Mykael 
couldn't care less. He would have moved Joseph into his 
own bedroom if he thought it wouldn't put the man off. But 
he didn't want to push his luck. 

He opened the door and stepped inside, sensing 
Joseph's presence in the room. Walking towards the 
adjoined door, Mykael found his man asleep in one of the 
chairs, a book in his lap. The tenderness that overwhelmed 
him upon the sight of Joseph was interlaced with the heat of 
uncontrollable lust. He walked quietly over, taking the book 
out of Joseph's hand, kneeling down to stroke back the 
strands of hair that had fallen over his lover's face. Mykael 
wondered what it was about the man that entranced him so, 
leaning forward to place a kiss on his soft lips. Joseph 
muttered something incoherent before opening his eyes. 

"M-Mykael?" he said blearily, eyes still unfocused. 

"Ssshh, baby. Go back to sleep. Sorry to keep you 
waiting." Mykael lifted the human into his arms. 

"W-what..." Joseph sputtered even as his arms locked 
around Mykael's neck, his face snuggling in. 

Mykael laughed softly when he heard Joseph inhaling 
his scent before murmuring a sigh of contentment. His cock 


twitched in eagerness and he regretted not being able to 
ravish Joseph right then. His lover was too tired and no 
matter how much his swiftly hardening penis needed to feel 
the tight warmth around it, Joseph needed rest more. 
Mykael breathed in deeply, trying to get his spiralling desire 
under control. 

He placed Joseph on the massive bed, turning to leave 
when Joseph reached out for him sleepily. 

"Where are you going?" 

"I'll be back later, babe. | need to get changed first 
yeah?" 

"No," Joseph said firmly before tugging on the arm he 
still held, pulling Mykael down hard on him. 

"Joseph..." His swollen length bumped against 
Joseph's soft flesh. 

"Mmmm..." He writhed his hips, eyes closed, pushing his 
cock against Mykael. "You missed me." 

"Dammit, Joseph. | was just going to sleep next to you 
tonight." 

"Why?" Joseph asked, his eyes opened in surprise. 

"Because you had a long flight, and it's been a long 
day. You need some rest, so stop tempting me before | 
forget my manners." 

"Forget them," Joseph said, dragging Mykael down 
towards him for a kiss. 

Mykael tugged on Joseph's hair as he plundered 
Joseph's mouth, tangling their tongues together. His cock 
was about to burst. It'd been too long since he last had sex. 
Not surprisingly, Gilliam had tried to get his mind off Joseph 
by dragging him to some of the more exclusive gay clubs 
around. And although his dick had definitely been interested 
in some of the pretty men, his heart simply wasn't in it. He 
didn't know who was more surprised, him or Gilliam, when 
he had turned down a particularly attractive twink who 
somehow had managed to latch himself on Mykael's lap. 
Mykael had gone home instead, alone, frustrated, and 


jacked himself off to thoughts of Joseph. The man he really 
wanted was now in his arms and Mykael needed to mark 
him all over. 

"Get naked now," he said roughly, before standing and 
proceeding to remove his own clothing. His nose flared as 
he watched Joseph recline on the bed, taking his shirt off 
followed by his pants. When Joseph's body was revealed in 
all its glory, save for a really sexy piece of underwear, 
Mykael pounced on him, relishing the feel of skin against 
Skin. "Fuck, | need you so bad." 

"Then do it," Joseph replied simply as he spread his 
legs wide. 

Mykael rubbed himself against Joseph for a few more 
seconds before licking a trail down to Joseph's cock. It was 
half-hard and Mykael began licking, inhaling the musky 
scent that was Joseph. He would have continued lapping on 
Joseph's beautiful penis if not for the fact something shiny 
caught his eye. He looked down and noticed Joseph's tight 
hole. What caught his eye, however, was the object inside. 
He touched the golden butt plug, feeling the texture of 
smooth, cold metal. 

"Gold, really?" He arched an eyebrow, watching as 
Joseph blushed. 

"It was in the gift package," Joseph muttered. 

"Gift package?" 

"Never mind," Joseph replied, clearly embarrassed. 

Mykael pushed the plug in deeper and was rewarded 
by a deep moan. "So you don't need me now, not with this 
plug keeping you satisfied." He pushed the plug in a few 
more times as Joseph writhed beneath him. 

"Want you. Please. Mykael. Inside," Joseph huffed out 
in between moans. 

Mykael reached for the bottle of lubricant, pouring the 
lotion directly onto his bobbing cock, flushed pink at the 
head. He bit back a moan as he slicked his length. Joseph 
breathed hard and, while watching Mykael, licked his lips. 


Which unsurprisingly made Mykael's swollen shaft that 
much harder. 

"Shit," Mykael cursed, knowing he would lose control 
soon. Joseph whimpered when Mykael pulled the plug out of 
him and threw it carelessly to the floor. 

Mykael took a deep breath in as Joseph's pink hole 
twitched at him. He bent forward, needing to taste the 
puckered flesh. His tongue slipped inside, licking the walls of 
the slicked, narrow passage. Joseph continued to moan 
beneath him. A trickle of pre-cum escape his slit and he 
pulled slightly away. Placing the wet tip of his cock at the 
entrance of Joseph's opening, he pushed inside in one glide, 
past the ring of muscle, and stayed completely still, allowing 
the tight channel to adjust to his girth. 

"Fuck," Joseph said hoarsely. "You stretch me so full." 

"Don't fuckin’ move, Joseph." Mykael bit on his cheek 
muscles as he fought the urge to thrust. 

"Mykael..." Joseph breathed out. "Please. Need you. 
Why do you think | prepared myself? Just let yourself go. It's 
Okay." He reached out to wipe away the sheen of 
perspiration on Mykael's forehead. 

"| don't want to hurt you." 

"Trust me, you won't." Joseph winked at him before his 
muscles clenched tightly around Mykael's shaft. 

"Fuck," Mykael cursed as the pleasure overwhelmed 
him. He pulled out a little before moving into the tight heat, 
repeating the movement again and again. He didn't know 
whether he was hitting Joseph's pleasure spot. He hoped he 
was, but at the moment he couldn't seem to care, giving in 
instead to the animalistic instincts in him to rut and seed his 
mate. He rammed in, thrusting hard once more as Joseph 
whimpered. He looked into his lover's eyes, and for a 
moment, he saw Joseph's eyes turn almost golden before 
dilating. 

"| need you to come, baby, come for me, please." 
Joseph's cock was a dark pink now, a trail of liquid leaking 


down its bobbing length. The muscles around Mykael's shaft 
tightened once more, clenching him as Joseph came, 
spurting thick volumes of cum onto his chest. Mykael 
ground his hips into Joseph, his balls pressed along the 
entrance of Joseph's hole tight as his release came in 
continuous hot bursts. He breathed a sigh of relief and 
contentment with the final gush. 

"You are leaking out of me," Joseph said quietly, his 
hands holding on tightly to Mykael's ass, refusing to let 
Mykael move off and out of him. 

"I'm heavy, Joseph." 

"No. Don't move out yet. Missed you." Joseph held on 
to him tightly. 

"| missed you too, babe." And he really, really had. 


* OK OK OX 


Joseph stayed languid on the bed as Mykael showered. 
He declined the offer to join him in the shower, too tired 
from the long flight to Lithonur and Mykael's energetic 
lovemaking. He should probably move soon, even if just to 
get a clean towel and wipe himself up. The semen on his 
chest was already drying and starting to itch, and he could 
still feel Mykael's seed in him. 

Mykael came out of the shower naked, clean, and 
dried. He smiled wide, walking back towards the bed. 

"You're not showering, are you?" 

"I will... In a bit?" 

"No, you won't. But just in case..." 

Joseph noticed the small, wet towel Mykael held in his 
hand. He knelt over Joseph and started to clean the flaky 
bits of spunk of Joseph's chest and abdomen. He also 
noticed Mykael was getting hard, again. 

"How are you even able to get it up?" 

"We Tsatryas have incredible stamina? Plus it's been a 
long, dry month for me." He continued wiping Joseph's lower 


abdomen, moving on to his flaccid dick, cleaning it gently. 

Joseph moaned, his sensitive flesh twitched and he 
told the damn thing inwardly to stay down. Too exhausted 
for another round, Joseph lay still as Mykael rubbed his balls 
and cupped them tenderly when he was done before 
moving on to his inner thighs, which were streaked with 
Mykael's seed. 

"| wish..." Mykael started to say before cutting himself 


off. 

"What?" 

"Nothing." 

“Never nothing. Tell me Mykael," Joseph prodded. 

"It's just... | wish | could breed you," Mykael said 
quietly. 


Joseph stared up at Mykael, seeing the flash of regret 
on his face before he hid the emotion behind a wall of 
indifference. 

“Maybe this is why you should let me go then." His 
heart ached at the thought, that he would never be enough 
for Mykael. 

"No!" Mykael said vehemently. He straddled Joseph's 
hips, pinning him down. 

"It's not like I'm going to leave you right now, Myk," 
Joseph said, attempting to make light of the matter even 
when his heart felt like it was going to break. 

"Listen to me okay, Joseph? Just listen. | do want a child, 
yes. But between you and a child? There is no contest. | 
would choose you every time. But if we really do this? / 
would be taking the chance of being a father away from 
you. And then there'd be one less child with beautiful honey- 
brown eyes in the world to love." 

"But what about a year from now, ten, hundreds?" He 
had to ask. It would be unfair not to. Mykael ruled over 
Lithonur. Many people depended on him. Mykael was a good 
Leader, but there'd still be people who thought they could 
do better. And maybe these people would think less of 


Mykael if he mated with a human male. He did not want 
Mykael's rule over Lithonur to cease because of him. 

"Be mine," Mykael replied. "That's all | ask. | can't 
make you promises it'll be exactly like this a year, ten, or 
even hundreds of years from now. Because | don't know 
what the future will be. But | can promise you this, knowing 
the Tsatrya's history... When we mate, when we meet our 
true mates, whatever bond we've forged? It will last for our 
whole lifetime. Our love will change as the ages pass but it 
will be there. Trust me. It'll be there as long as you stay by 
my side, as long as you continue to love me back." 

"How do you know | am your true mate? Maybe you 
got—" 

"| do know," Mykael said, cutting him off. "And the 
thing is, even if you're human... | think you feel our bond, 
too. We can't let go what we could possibly have. Don't ask 
that of me." 

Joseph looked into his lover's eyes and saw the 
stubborn Tsatrya meant every word he said. The thing was, 
Joseph never wanted anything more in his life than to be in 
Mykael's arms for the rest of their lifetimes, however long 
that may be. 

"I think it might just be too easy for me to fall in love 
with you, Mykael of Lithonur." 

"And | think I'm already halfway there, Joseph of 
Asysion." 


Chapter 8 


Joseph sat at the breakfast table, thinking over the 
past few weeks he had spent with Mykael in Lithonur, when 
Gilliam's voice interrupted his musings. 

"You look like you're thinking hard... over a half eaten 
croissant," Gilliam said. 

"Good morning to you too. Mykael went over to the 
library." 

"| wasn't looking for him." 

Joseph turned to look at Gilliam. He had taken for 
granted that Gilliam was starting to accept his presence in 
Mykael's life. 

"You were looking for me? Why?" 

"Will you be leaving?" Gilliam said bluntly. 

"And | thought we have come to peace with the idea 
of me being with Mykael. Apparently not, huh? You want me 
to leave him after all." His lips turned up in a smile slightly 
bitter around the edges. 

"Actually, | don't," Gilliam said. "He's happier since 
you've been here. More efficient too. That is probably 
because he's trying to finish his tasks before getting back to 
you. At least he's not doing a half-ass job with it or I'd have 
to kill you." 

"| don't even know whether you are joking and that 
scares me." 

"You know I'm joking. But just in case you don't, | 
protect what Mykael loves. It's a rule in my book as friend 
and adviser." 

"Good to know. So why are we having this 
conversation again?" 

"Are you leaving? There's only three days left to the 
end of your vacation. | know. It's hard not to especially when 
one's ruler is moping around more and more." 

"Mykael doesn't mope." Joseph laughed. 


"He does. Trust me. He's moping." Gilliam started to 
get up from the chair. "I have to attend to some matters 
now. But..." He looked at Joseph. "I hope you stay. For 
Mykael's sake." 


* OK OK OX 


"You're staying, aren't you?" 

"What? How do you even know it's me?" Joseph asked, 
Surprised at Jess's greeting when he answered the phone. 

"Duh. Caller ID." 

"And what do you mean by I'm staying?" 

"You Know what | mean. Don't play dumb and dumber 
with me. You haven't called me once since you got up there. 
Only sending me sporadic messages. And now you call 
when you only have three days left of vacation. So 
something is up. And it's definitely not my dick this time." 

"Could we have a decent conversation without you 
bringing talk of your dick into it?" 

"And you are avoiding my question again. Just let me 
have it. You are leaning towards staying and want me to 
convince you not to leave his side, aren't you?" 

Joseph sighed. "Should | be worried that you know me 
too well?" 

Jess snorted before his voice became serious. "You're 
not coming back then?" 

"Maybe." Joseph bit his lip. He wanted to stay with 
Mykael so bad, but there was so much he had to leave 
behind. School. Friends. His best friend, Jess. 

"What's holding you here?" 

"You want me to move to another continent?" 

"No. | would miss you like hell if you did. But I'm just 
saying if | were the one who found the love of my life—and 
don't deny it, Archie. Anyway, if | found my mysterious 
Tsatrya and he lived at the other end of this planet, I'd move 
to be with him in a heartbeat." 


"Good to know your friends and family don't matter in 
this decision," Joseph replied, slightly hurt. 

"We can always visit each other. | want what's best for 
you. And you'd do the same for me." 

"| would, you know." 

"| Know... SO are you transferring to one of the 
universities there then?" Jess continued rambling in his ear, 
and Joseph smiled to himself at the excitement apparent in 
his friend's voice. He may not have a family, having lost his 
only kin, his mother, a few years ago... but he had friends 
like Jess who had his back. It was rare to have a thing like 
that in the world today. And for that, he was grateful. 


* OK OK x 


Mykael was on edge. He had been on edge for a week. 
His staff had been on tiptoes around him. And it was totally 
his fault... and also Joseph's. His lover hadn't said anything 
about leaving or staying even as the date for his supposed 
departure drew nearer. It was driving him nuts. He had 
hinted at it once or twice, okay, maybe a few more times 
than that... and Joseph just plain ignored his intimations or 
really had no clue as to what he was talking about. Mykael 
doubted his lover was that obtuse and yet... He didn't want 
the man to feel pressured to stay, so he hadn't marked him 
If he did, it'd be nearly impossible for Joseph to stay away 
from him for too long, and Joseph wouldn't be able to cross 
oceans without Mykael by his side. Well, he could, but the 
aftermath would be agonizing. Marking his lover would 
result in the effects of their bond deepening. And when 
separated, the longing to be with each other would only 
increase with time and distance to the point of distress and 
misery. He could mark Joseph, yes, and Joseph would never 
have to leave his side. But to do so without Joseph's consent 
was the worst kind of betrayal to the man he professed to 
love. 


“"Mykael?" Gilliam called out to him as the last minister 
left the room. 

"Yes, what?" he replied tersely. 

Gilliam sighed loudly. "Aren't you a bear today... and 
every other day this week it seems." 

"Sorry Gil... it's just..." 

"Joseph," Gilliam said. 

"Yes Joseph." 

"Why won't you ask him to stay?" 

"| already did. Once. And I'd have again and again. 
Except..." 

“Except what, Mykael?" 

"Except I've realised he has to make this decision 
without me influencing him. He has to want this as badly as 
| do, for us to work." 

"Look at that. My little boy all grown up." 

"I am older than you by at least a hundred years or 
have you forgotten that tiny fact?" 

"| wouldn't if you'd actually act your age," Gilliam 
quipped back before adding in a serious tone, "Talk to him, 
Mykael." 

"| know." 

"Good. I'll leave you now. Have a good night." 

"You, too." He watched as his good friend turned to 
leave. "Hey Gil!" 

Gilliam turned around to look at him expectantly. 
"Yeah?" 

“Nothing... just... thanks. Thank you." Mykael cleared 
his throat. 

"Anytime, my friend. Anytime." Gilliam smiled at him 
before leaving the room. 


* OK OOK OX 


Joseph sat on one of the chairs decorating the balcony 
outside Mykael's bedroom. He hadn't seen Mykael the whole 


day. Joseph wondered whether there'd be more days like 
these to come; where he would be left alone to his own 
devices while Mykael carried out his daily affairs. Yet he had 
done nothing but reassure Joseph of his place in Mykael's 
life through his words and deeds during the days they spent 
together. At the end of the day, Mykael eventually came 
back to him. 

He was about to go in and get a book to read when he 
heard the door to their bedroom open. He smiled hearing 
the familiar sounds of Mykael's footsteps and waited for 
Mykael to come to him. It didn't take long. 

"How was your day, dear?" Joseph asked wryly. 

"Could be better. But | heard the night is going to be 
great." Mykael kneeled in front of him, putting them at eye 
level. 

"Mykael?" 

"I want nothing more than for you to stay with me." 

"Mykael, I—" 

"Ssshh... Wait, let me finish." 

Joseph nodded. 

"| would love for you to be my side Joseph, today, 
tomorrow, this year, and the years after that. But... but if 
you don't want to, | won't force you. I've realised | just want 
you to be happy." 

"That's very honourable of you Mykael. I'm surprised." 
Joseph chuckled. 

"I'm being serious here and you think it's funny?" 
Mykael glared at him. 

"No. I'm just... I... | don't really know what to say." 
Mykael's words overwhelmed him and he had no idea what 
the fitting rejoinder was to such a confession. 

Mykael snorted. "Well, there goes one of the more 
romantic moments of our lives." 

“Here's one more. | don't need romantic moments. 
Why would | when I've got you?" 


"Excellent point, Joseph," Mykael commented, smiling 
at him, his eyebrow quirked in amusement. 

"lam staying," Joseph blurted out. 

"What? You're staying, with me?" 

"Of course. Who else?" Joseph smiled as Mykael 
hugged him tight before lifting him off the chair, carrying 
him over the threshold, and walking swiftly to the bed. 

"Whoa. Hello alpha." Joseph laughed as Mykael dropped 
him onto the bed before ripping Joseph's clothes off. It 
wasn't long before Mykael's clothes joined Joseph's 
discarded ones on the floor. And then he stood in all his 
naked glory, shaft fully swollen, swaying slightly as he 
placed his knees on the bed, flanking Joseph's sides. 

"Will you let me mark you as my mate Joseph Archer 
of Asysion?" Mykael asked, his voice sombre. 

Joseph knew what it meant to say yes to what Mykael 
was asking for. His lover had informed him of the pros and 
cons of being mated for life. He knew. And it only took him a 
few seconds later to nod with a smile on his face. 


Chapter 9 


"You do know what you are agreeing to right?" Mykael 
forced himself to ask again. 

"Yes Mykael. | know. | am saying yes to you. To a 
lifetime with you. Why, did you change your mind?" He 
added cheekily. 

"Hell no!" Mykael replied as he brought their lips 
together for a long, hard kiss. He broke off reluctantly, 
needing to catch a breath, exhaling slowly. 

Mykael spit onto his hand and reached down to stroke 
Joseph's shaft. Joseph moaned softly into his mouth as he 
circled the slit, rubbing his callused thumb against it. Mykael 
sat up, lifting Joseph by the hips and shifting him so Joseph's 
ass rested on his lap, their cocks aligned against each 
other's. 

He unscrewed the bottle of lubricant, pouring the 
liquid directly on his hardened shaft and liberally on to 
Joseph's puckered hole before closing the bottle and 
throwing it back onto the mattress. 

"In a hurry, Mykael?" Joseph half-teased. 

Mykael simultaneously muttered and growled his 
response, his large hand holding their cocks together as he 
rubbed them against each other. When a tingle started to 
stir at the base of his penis, Mykael stopped, dragging 
Joseph further up his lap even as he spread Joseph's legs 
wider apart. One finger entered the tight, wet channel, 
delving deep into it for the prostate. Joseph started to hump 
into his hand, muttering incoherently. Three fingers in and 
Joseph was ready for him. 

"Sit up and get on my lap, baby." 

He guided Joseph as the man moved to sit fully on his 
upper thighs. He held Joseph by the hips as he placed his tip 
against Joseph's entrance. Joseph's eyes rolled back in 
pleasure as he pushed down on Mykael's cock, impaling 


himself in one glide down. The tight heat clamped around 
him, Joseph moving up and down repeatedly on his sensitive 
flesh with Mykael's hands cupping his lover's ass cheeks 
firmly. But it wasn't nearly enough. 

Mykael flipped Joseph to his back, his hands on his 
lover's legs, pushing them as far back as possible. Joseph's 
hands clutched on to Mykael's butt, the fingernails digging 
in deep as Mykael continued thrusting in him, deeper than 
before, rolling against the clustered knot of nerves every 
time. He could feel stickiness on his abdomen, the pre-cum 
leaking from Joseph's rigid cock. 

"Baby," he groaned out. "Look at me, hey, look at 
me." He needed Joseph's unfocused eyes to concentrate on 
him. It took a few seconds for Joseph to do so, but when he 
did, Mykael pulled out a little, placing his hands on the back 
of Joseph's knees before positioning them on his shoulders. 

"Mykael?" Joseph bit out on a moan. 

Mykael looked into his lover's eyes, conveying his 
emotions with all he had, and when Joseph's eyes started to 
water, he smiled knowing his lover got it. As he thrust into 
Joseph's welcoming channel, he bent his head, mouth to the 
area above Joseph's heart, biting into the flesh hard, 
breaking the skin. Joseph whimpered, arching into Mykael's 
body. Mykael tasted the copper tang of blood and quickly 
lapped at the red drops, his saliva mixing with it to stop the 
flow. 

The bond between them was strengthening. Mykael's 
nose flared as his senses became more attuned to Joseph's 
arousal. He was bursting with energy, little spikes of 
electricity bristling beneath his skin. His cock thickened that 
extra bit more, something he thought would be impossible, 
with Joseph clamping tighter around him. He was 
overwhelmed as his senses tripled in awareness, knowing 
Joseph felt the same. Joseph was a hot writhing mess 
beneath him, his eyes glazed over in pleasure as he 


muttered unintelligibly. The nails dug into Mykael's ass 
harder. 

He kissed Joseph fiercely, pushing his thick shaft deeper 
into Joseph, his balls taut as his hips stuttered his release 
into his mate. His mate. Joseph moaned his name aloud as 
he came, pushing his hips up against Mykael's, his muscles 
contracting around Mykael's pulsing length. He groaned out 
Joseph's name when his strength gave out. That was the last 
thing Mykael remembered as he welcomed the blinding 
pleasure, and then there was nothingness. 


* OK OOK x 


Joseph woke up to Mykael laying heavily on top of 
him, still passed out, his penis resting limply in his stretched 
hole. How long had he been out? It was still dark out. He 
stroked his lover's back lovingly as his erratic heartbeat 
gradually became more consistent, remembering the split 
second when Mykael had drawn blood, the blinding flash of 
pain intermingled with pleasure that quickly followed, and 
sensations so overwhelming he blanked out from it. 

Now awake, Joseph still felt the same as before 
except... Except it seemed as if his soul was completely at 
peace, as if the knot joining him and Joseph previously had 
tightened stronger than before, linking them in every way 
possible. 

Mykael shifted above him, falling a little to the side, 
his penis slipping out of Joseph's tender hole as Joseph bit 
back a groan. Suddenly feeling empty, Joseph wanted 
Mykael to be deep within him again. Mykael stirred next to 
him, nuzzling his nape, licking the sheen of sweat. 

"You Okay?" Mykael whispered, his voice rough in 
Joseph's ear. 

"Y-yeah," Joseph replied, coughing a little as his voice 
broke. "Yeah," he repeated again. 


"Good," Mykael replied before leaning over to look at 
Joseph's chest. He rubbed against the spot where he had 
bitten. 

Joseph winced a little and looked down at the mark 
Mykael had left behind. There was now a dark, purplish- 
black mark on his flesh. Mykael's teeth bites were clearly 
imprinted. The mark would stay with Joseph till he passed 
on. It was a mark of being mated. It was a mark of being 
Mykael's mate. The other Tsatryas would no doubt scent him 
as such when they next met. 

"lam yours," Joseph said quietly. 

"You are mine," Mykael replied simply before adding, 
"And | am yours." 

They smiled at each other before kissing, exchanging 
breaths as their tongues delved deep, tangling with each 
other. Joseph caught on to Mykael's tongue, sucking at his 
tip before releasing it, earning a deep groan from his lover, 
no, his mate. 


* OK OOK * 


"So when is the ceremony?" Gilliam asked the two of 
them when he joined them for breakfast the next day. 

"Ceremony?" Joseph looked at Mykael questioningly. 

"Uhmmm, yeah about that..." Mykael glared at 
Gilliam. "I haven't told him yet, you idiot. And what are you 
doing here so early in the morning anyway?" 

Gilliam smirked at him. "Why, am | disturbing your 
lovey dovey time?" he asked, an innocent look pasted on his 
face. 

"What ceremony?" Joseph asked Mykael again. 

"I'll tell you later, baby," Mykael offered in a placating 
tone. 

"Don't baby me." Joseph glared at him. "Tell me." 
Mykael saw Gilliam was trying not to laugh as he ate his 
bagel. "I suggest you leave now as | try to talk to my mate 


about the ceremony which | was going to tell him about 
before you ruined the surprise," Mykael said pointedly to 
Gilliam, glowering at his friend. 

“Understood, Leader," Gilliam said sombrely, but 
Mykael detected the amusement lacing his tone. 

Mykael turned to look at Joseph when Gilliam, carrying 
his half-eaten bagel with him, left the room. "So there is this 
ceremony required where..." 


* OK OK x 


"And he didn't tell me about the ceremony till Gilliam 
brought it up at breakfast! We are mates for goodness sake! 
He should be able to tell me right?" Joseph half shouted into 
the phone as he paced in the room. 

“Pardon me interrupting your rant there..." 

"lam not ranting!" Joseph gritted out. 

"Uh huh, of course not. But you are having a 
breakdown of some sort. Take time to breathe in, Archie," 
Jess said drily. "And | don't see what the big deal is 
anyway..." 

"You don't see what the big deal is! You don't... Well of 
course you don't! You're not the one who has to face a 
crowd of millions as the esteemed Leader introduces me to 
Lithonur and possibly the rest of the New World. Oh, dear 
God..." Joseph started breathing in harsh gasps and became 
Slightly dizzy as he grabbed onto the nearest chair and sat 
down. 

"Archie," Jess said. "Calm down. You will do fine. Trust 
me." 

"| will do f-fine?" Joseph wheezed. 

"Yes, you will. And wanna know why?" 

"Why?" 

"Because you are doing it for your mate, the one you 
will love for the rest of your life That is why." 

"| love him?" 


"Yes, you do. Just remember that." 

"O-okay." 

"Calmer now?" 

"Maybe?" 

"Don't worry so much. You have a secret weapon." 

"| have a secret weapon?" 

"Yes. Nothing will keep me from coming over to help 
you out before your pretty face is televised all around the 
world." 

"Oh, dear God," Joseph said softly, not knowing 
whether he should be worried or relieved at that particular 
piece of information. 


* OK OK OX 


The ceremony, which took more than a week of 
preparation, would be televised live in less than an hour. 
Joseph approached the ceremonial circle where Mykael 
already stood tall and straight in his tailored ensemble of 
black velvet. Unlike his mate to-be, Joseph was dressed in a 
creamy white ceremonial outfit, similar perhaps only in 
design. It was only the presence of Mykael that kept him 
somewhat calm. Being the focus of many never did appeal 
to him. A part of him wanted to run. From the corner of his 
eye, Joseph caught sight of Jess who was giving him the 
thumbs-up sign. The invited guests who were still muttering 
amongst themselves became completely silent when the 
High Priest raised his hand, signalling the start of the 
ceremony. 

"Welcome everyone to the ceremonial nuptials 
between our Leader and his chosen mate, Joseph Archer. We 
will begin with the declaration of vows." The High Priest 
nodded towards Mykael, an indication for Mykael to speak. 

Mykael spoke; his voice deep and steady, binding 
Joseph to him for the rest of their lives. "I, Mykael Tsatrya of 
Lithonur, take thee, Joseph Archer of Asysion, as my mate, 


binding my heart, body, and soul to you, till our bodies once 
again become one with the earth." 

"|, Joseph Archer of Asysion, take thee, Mykael Tsatrya 
of Lithonur, as my mate, binding my heart, body, and soul 
to you, till our bodies once again become one with the 
earth." Joseph repeated the vows, his eyes locked with 
Mykael's the whole time. He breathed out slowly once his 
vows were spoken, sighing inwardly in relief when he hadn't 
messed up the vows like he had during their rehearsal. 

"You may exchange the royal rings," the High Priest 
said. When Mykael placed the simple golden band, branded 
with Lithonur's symbol, on Joseph's finger, the mere touch 
left him slightly breathless. When it was his turn to place the 
ring on Mykael's finger, it took all he had in him for his 
fingers not to tremble. 

"You are now bound to each other for as long as you 
both walk this earth. You may kiss your mate," the High 
Priest pronounced to cheers from the crowd of witnesses. 

Mykael gazed at him, his hand reaching out to cup 
Joseph's nape gently, pulling Joseph towards him into a 
tender kiss. 


* OK OOK OX 


Joseph was trying not to break out in hives when he 
caught a glimpse of the crowd that gathered beyond the 
veranda. He didn't even feel the warmth of the sun's rays as 
cold sweat broke across his forehead. Nor did he hear the 
words Mykael uttered as he addressed the people of 
Lithonur and the rest of the world. There were flashes going 
off while Joseph tried his best not to cringe. He was on the 
verge of hyperventilating when Mykael's hand touched his 
back, stroking it in a comforting gesture. Calming a bit, 
Joseph was finally able to hear the words Mykael conveyed 
to the crowd. "Grant him the same respect and allegiance as 


you do me. Realise that being disloyal to him is akin to 
being disloyal to me. May my bond to him bring forth closer 
ties between our two nations and may it be blessed by the 
Heavens above for the many years to come. People of 
Lithonur and the rest of the New World, my mate, Joseph 
Archer of Asysion." 

As the crowd broke out in applause and cheers, 
Mykael leaned closer to place a soft kiss against Joseph's 
temple, whispering to him the three words that made his 
heart beat faster. 

"| do believe | love you more," Joseph replied as he 
smiled brightly, looking into his lover's eyes. 


Chapter 10 


One year later 

Mykael perused the documents he held in his hand, a 
frown forming as he looked at one of them. The frown 
quickly disappeared as he sensed his mate approaching the 
study. He smiled when Joseph walked through the door, his 
backpack incongruous with the semi-casual outfit he was 
wearing. 

"Going somewhere special after school?" Mykael 
arched an eyebrow, appreciating his lover's taut body 
beneath the perfectly tailored outfit. 

"You know | have a presentation to do today," Joseph 
replied moodily. 

Mykael knew. He had to distract Joseph rather 
inventively last night because his mate's nervousness had 
grown into a full-blown panic attack. Joseph hated being put 
in the spotlight. He remembered Joseph nearly collapsing in 
his arms after they left the public podium where he had 
introduced the man as his mate a year ago. 

"And you'll do fine, Joseph. You don't crack under 
pressure... Just, maybe after," Mykael said teasingly. "Come 
here." 

Joseph walked towards Mykael, dropping his backpack 
onto the floor before plopping himself quite comfortably on 
Mykael's lap. He tugged on one of Joseph's sleeves, pushing 
the cloth back, making sure his hold was gentle as he 
observed the dark marks around Joseph's wrist. 

“Does it hurt?" he asked as he rubbed the bruised skin 
tenderly. "Tell me if | get too rough with you. Sometimes | 
don't know my own strength." 

Joseph blushed as he shook his head, probably 
recalling how he got the marks in the first place. Mykael 
chuckled, loving the fact he could still make his lover blush. 
His cock, which had twitched in anticipation when he sensed 


his lover nearby, was now hardening quite rapidly as 
Joseph's ass rubbed against it, causing sweet, sweet friction. 
He groaned inwardly, knowing there was no time for play. 

"You better get off me love before | mess up your 
outfit." 

Joseph laughed, kissing him on the lips and tugging on 
Mykael's lower lip before getting off his lap. 

"I'll see you later at dinner," Joseph said, picking up 
his backpack as he walked towards the door. 

"Dinner?" Mykael frowned. 

"| have some projects to finish up to get those extra 
credits... you know, so | can graduate earlier." 

"Are you blaming me for this again?" Mykael chuckled. 

"Yes. If you didn't drag me all over the world, | would 
have graduated on time." 

"As | recall, you put on such a pretty pout on one of 
these so-called occasions when | informed you that you 
could stay home instead if you wanted. | was only going to 
be away for two days." 

"| don't pout. Besides it's bad enough when | have to 
separate from you when I'm in school. And school is only 
half an hour away. | can't imagine when oceans separate 
us," Joseph said quietly, the yearning plain on his face. 

"Do you regret it?" Mykael asked. 

"No," Joseph replied immediately. "Never. | do wonder 
though... about this dependency issue | have where you're 
concerned." 

"It goes both ways, baby. | miss you too when you're 
not around. And please go to school before you're late or 
before | turn into a maudlin old man." 

"Old? You? Never." Joseph winked at him. "Well, at 
least you age well." 

"I'll see you later, Joseph. You better go before | turn 
you over on my knee and spank you." 

"Oooh kinky. | like. Promise?" Joseph stood at the 
doorway watching him, and Mykael could see the tenting of 


Joseph's crotch area from where he sat. 

"Promise," he said, his nose flaring in arousal at the 
thought of fulfilling that particular promise. 

Once Joseph left for school, it took Mykael a few more 
minutes before he could concentrate on his task without 
images of Joseph, naked, sprawled across his lap, filtering 
through his mind. He sighed aloud, trying to ignore his hard- 
on as he got back to work. 


x OK OK x 


It was a few hours later Gilliam strode into the study 
without knocking, anxiety barely palpable beneath the 
usually blank expression he wore. 

"Gilliam, what's wrong?" Mykael asked. 

"It's Joseph." 

"Joseph?" Mykael's heartbeat sped up, panic quickly 
invading his senses. "What's wrong with Joseph? What?" 

"| don't know. According to Kiehl, Joseph was okay one 
moment and then the next, he just keeled over on the 
university campus. Kiehl followed him on the ambulance to 
the hospital." 

"Was he shot? It's Kiehl's job as Joseph's bodyguard to 
guard him against stuff like that. I'm gonna fire his ass!" 

"You're not going to fire anybody. Kiehl was doing his 
job. No one was shot. If Joseph were badly injured, you 
would be able to sense it. Your first priority now is to go and 
see him." 

"See Joseph? Yes. Of course," Mykael muttered to 
himself, feeling numb all over. 

Gilliam walked over to him, touching his shoulder 
lightly. "Come on, Mykael, let's get out of here, yeah. Let's 
go see Joseph." 


* OK OOK OX 


Joseph lay unresponsive on the bed, his face pale, and 
Mykael noticed how much more vulnerable his mate 
seemed, with a drip attached to one of the veins in the back 
of his hand. A nurse came by earlier to inform him Joseph's 
condition was stable and the doctor assigned to Joseph 
would be with him soon. That was nearly an hour ago. 
Dissatisfied, Mykael had ordered Gilliam to search for 
Mykael's own personal physician. What was the use of being 
a Leader when he couldn't even get some decent answers 
as to why his mate was lying in an apparent coma? Mykael 
was about to threaten to tear the whole hospital down when 
Dr Gallagher came into the room, along with another doctor 
who had a folder in his hands, Gilliam right behind the both 
of them. 

"Leader, this is Dr Wilkes. He's assigned to your mate. 
We just needed to get these tests confirmed first before we 
gave you Mr Archer's diagnosis," Dr Gallagher explained as 
took the folder from Dr Wilkes' hand, opening it to look at 
the contents. 

"And?" Mykael prompted. 

Dr Gallagher turned to look at Gilliam before looking 
at Mykael again. "Maybe you should hear this alone Leader." 

Gilliam nodded at Mykael. "I'll be outside, sir," he said. 

When the door closed, Mykael asked his personal 
doctor again, "And? What is wrong with my mate?" 

"It seems... Mr Archer... Mr Archer, he's carrying your 
child, sir." 

"That is not possible, Gallagher. My mate is human." 

"I know that, sir, but I've done all the tests and there 
is a foetus inside your mate's abdomen." 

"| don't understand..." It was as if he was trying to 
breathe underwater. He could have sworn Gallagher was 
telling him Joseph was pregnant. But that was impossible. 

"| have sent the findings to one of the specialists who 
have worked exclusively with Tsatrya pregnancies. He will 
be able to give you the answers you need, hopefully." 


Mykael nodded, the words of Dr Gallagher still sinking 
in. When both doctors left and Gilliam walked back in, 
Mykael was unaware of his friend's presence till Gilliam 
spoke. 

"So what's wrong with Joseph, Mykael?" Gilliam asked, 
his tone concerned. 

"He'll be alright. | just... | can't believe it." 

"What? What's wrong?" 

"| will tell you more when the specialist comes in." 

"Specialist? Is Joseph really ill? But that cannot be. 
He's been around you long enough for his cells to start 
becoming immune to diseases." 

"No... It's not that kind of specialist." 

“Then what kind of specialist is it?" 

"It's a specialist for Tsatrya pregnancies," Mykael 
replied. He would have laughed at the astonished look on 
Gilllam's face if he himself weren't overwhelmed by 
wonderment at the moment. 


Chapter 11 


Dr Bennett was a thin, balding man in his late fifties. 
He seemed excited when he finally met with Mykael in 
Joseph's room. Mykael did not want to leave Joseph's side. 

"It is very interesting this case, yes indeed," Dr 
Bennett commented aloud, pushing his glasses up the 
bridge of his nose. 

"That case you are talking about happens to be about 
my mate, Doctor," Mykael gritted out. "Tell me what you 
have found out." 

"Yes, yes sorry, Leader. But this case is 
unprecedented. You must understand what this means to 
the world of science. Your mate, | have seen samples of his 
blood and they appear to be quite peculiar. You see normally 
when a human mates with a Tsatyra, there will be changes 
to their blood cells. But the sample of your mate's blood, 
well, it would seem like he has a recessed gene." 

"What do you mean by a recessed gene, is that bad?" 

"No. On the contrary... | think your mate has Tsatrya 
blood in him, long before he met you." 

"That's not possible, Doctor, it would show in his hair 
colour and his eyes." 

"But his eyes, do they flicker gold sometimes, 
Leader?" 

Mykael nodded. He had simply thought of Joseph's 
eyes as beautiful when they glowed gold, thinking it must 
have been the way the light fell on his lover's eyes just so. 
But maybe there was more to it than that. 

"And what of it?" 

"Sometimes when a Tsatrya mates with a human 
female, the child borne of that union may mate with another 
human female and it goes on and on until the Tsatyra genes 
get so diluted, it becomes recessed. 


“That... we've interbreeds in our world, Leader, but 
we've never had a case of pregnancy by a human male 
interbreed. More research would need to be done on this 
breakthrough. It is most interesting." 

"You have said that already," Mykael pointed out, 
irked. 

"Well..." The doctor coughed. 

“How did this recessed gene resurface, causing my 
mate to become pregnant now?" Mykael asked. 

“Through contact with you, sir. You mated with him. 
Exchanged bodily contacts of all sorts. I'm guessing the sex 
was unprotected. So by imprinting your own set of genes 
onto him—" 

"| awoke the sleeping Tsatrya cells in his," Mykael 
concluded. 

"Yes. | do not Know how the pregnancy will go though. 
Full or half Tsatryas come with the capability to carry a child 
to full term pregnancy and, uhmmm, a delivery portal. | 
cannot predict what will happen in your mate's case." 

"Will he be in danger?" 

Dr Bennett paused a tad too long for Mykael's 
comfort. "His iron levels are already much lower than they 
Should be. And his heartbeat is erratic. | can't confirm his 
safety." 

"How old is the foetus?" Mykael asked, a pang in his 
chest at what he was contemplating. 

"| would say around two months, sir, why?" 

“How long do | have before | have to tell you to 
terminate the pregnancy?" 

"What? You can't possibly... but it's a miracle..." 

"It's a miracle in your world of science, Doctor, and 
it's... he's my child... but | can't have him if my mate's in 
danger," Mykael said, his voice breaking towards the end. 
"So tell me." 

"A Tsatrya pregnancy usually lasts for a year. So I'd 
say you have a month or so to decide. But we can monitor 


your mate's progress and make sure he's in the best 
condition—" 

"You've already admitted his current body condition to 
me. Can you place your position on the line and give me the 
assurance he'd be Safe if this pregnancy continues?" 

"And how will the baby be delivered? | may not be 
learned in the ways of science, Doctor, but I've been in the 
world long enough to know this. If he loses too much blood, 
he'll die. What if his diluted Tsatrya blood means there'll be 
no delivery portal forming when he's due to give birth to the 
child? You'll have to cut him open, won't you?" 

“Caesareans are done on human females and they 
have survived them," Dr Bennett pointed out. 

"And my mate is not a human female nor is he a 
Tsatryan male. He is an anomaly who might not survive this 
and | can't chance that." 

"And what about asking this anomaly whether he's 
willing to take that chance?" Joseph said softly, his voice a 
little gruff as he tried to speak. 

"You're awake," Mykael said in delight, a smile 
breaking out on his face. He moved to the bed, sitting 
beside Joseph carefully. 

"lam," Joseph replied. He smiled wanly before a frown 
quickly replaced it. "We need to talk." 

Mykael nodded, knowing what the conversation would 
be about. He turned to the doctor, only to find the man was 
no longer standing there. 

"You heard." 

"| heard... Will you let me have a Say in this at all?" 

"| don't want to lose you, Joseph. | can't. Please don't 
ask this of me." 

“But what if you won't. | heard what the doctor said. 
Let them monitor my progress, Mykael. I'll be fine." 

"You are already suffering for it. Look at you. Lying on 
this hospital bed." 


"We have a child, Mykael. A child. Shouldn't we be 
happy?" 

"| would be ecstatic if your health and safety were not 
at risk because of our child." 

"Give him a chance to live. Please. For me?" Joseph 
pleaded. 

"You know | can't say no to you, don't you? You use 
those eyes against me every time you want something. 
Fine. Dr Bennett gave us a month. If during that month, your 
health declines further... | am reconsidering my decision on 
this." 

"Okay. I'm good with that. Don't worry, Mykael, we'll 
be fine. Thank you," Joseph said to him, his hand moving 
towards his stomach in a protective gesture. 


Chapter 12 


Only five people besides the excited parents knew 
about Joseph's pregnancy: the three doctors, Gilliam who 
had drawn up the confidentiality agreement, and of course, 
Jess, as Joseph's best friend, was the final person brought 
into this small group. When Joseph had told Jess over the 
phone, his friend had first been flummoxed, ecstatic, and 
then concerned. 

"What do you mean by complications, Archie? What 
sort of complications?" Jess asked sharply. 

sete 

"What? Spit it out already!" 

"You're not going to like it." 

"It's not like I'm liking this conversation much anyway. 
You're evading. Tell me." 

"It's no big deal all right." 

"If it's not a big deal, then I'm sure you can tell me." 

"|... Well, the doctor said it might put my health at 
risk..." 

"Fucking hell. Define at risk, Archie." 

"Worst case scenario, | might die?" 

"Might die. Shit. And Mykael is letting you do this. 
What the fuck are you two thinking?" 

"He's not letting me do anything," Joseph said 
defensively. 

"Of course not, not with you pleading to him with those 
puppy dog eyes of yours. Fuck, Archie. You can't do this." 

"Don't tell me what I can or can't do, Jess." 

“Damn you. You might die. Die. This is serious." 

"Don't you think | get how serious this is, Jess? | do all 
right. Dammit, | do. But this is my child we're talking about 
here, Jess. My child. | can't kill him just because the doctor 
said it might harm me. Not when there's a chance both of us 
will survive this." 


There was a long pause before Jess spoke up. "I don't 
even know what to say. What do you want me to say? You've 
already made up your mind." There was a tinge of sadness 
to Jess's tone of voice. Joseph hated it that he was the one 
to put it there. 

"| just... wanted you to know. You're my best friend, 
Jess. Please, be happy for me?" 

Jess sighed. "You know | got your back, right? Even 
when you make decisions that make me want to smack you 
upside down." 

Joseph chuckled. "I know. Thank you, Jess." 

"Yeah whatever, you can thank me by making me 
godfather to your baby." 

Joseph replied, "Of course. On one condition though." 

"What condition?" Jess asked suspiciously. 

"That | get to pre-approve any outfits you design for 
him." 

"What? I'll have you know my fashion sense is just 
fine. It is yours that is lacking." 

"Excuse me?" 

"What? You heard me just fine. | said—" 

"| heard what you said." 

That conversation, which had quickly deteriorated into 
a faux debate, went on for nearly an hour. Joseph laughed 
quietly at the memory. It was nice to forget, even for a few 
moments, the route his life had taken since meeting Mykael. 
Joseph didn't regret it, not one bit, but it still overwhelmed 
him from time to time. 

Joseph was allowed to recuperate at home during the 
pregnancy, much to Mykael's chagrin and Joseph's relief. He 
hated the atmosphere in the hospital, connecting it always 
to the memory of his mother dying in the hospital bed while 
he stood by feeling useless, watching the doctors trying to 
resuscitate her. His mother, who had never informed him of 
who his father was, only showing him a picture of a dark- 
haired man with golden-brown eyes so similar to his own. 


He had never met his father and his mother never spoke of 
the man. Now he learned one more fact about the man, that 
he also carried the Tsatrya recessed gene and probably 
would go on living his life not knowing that fact unless he, 
like Joseph, mated with another Tsatrya. 

He was five months into the pregnancy now, his 
abdomen beginning to show, the rounded curve holding 
proof there was a baby living inside. Lately he had been 
feeling twinges in his chest on top of the heartburn. That 
particular information he kept from Mykael, knowing his 
mate would only worry needlessly. It was bad enough the 
Tsatrya hovered over him sometimes. If Dr Bennett had not 
informed Mykael he needed to walk to stay healthy, Mykael 
would have ensured Joseph was in bed for the rest of his 
pregnancy. 

Joseph put on one of Mykael's hoodies, inhaling deeply 
the scent of his mate that still lingered on the fabric, before 
venturing out of the room to look for Kiehl. It was time for 
his evening walk. The first few times he had done it, Mykael 
was the one who accompanied him, Kiehl walking behind 
them. But when it became apparent Mykael was becoming 
more of a hindrance, encouraging Joseph to cut down on the 
walking instead, Joseph simply told Mykael to let him do his 
exercises on his own or he would move into his old guest 
room. He would have used the old tried-and-true method of 
withholding sexual favours, but lately Mykael was in favour 
of not making love because he was afraid of hurting the 
baby and Joseph if he got too rough. It was becoming almost 
like a game as Joseph thought of ways to get Mykael to cave 
in to his desires. 


* OK OK OX 


"Joseph," Mykael said warningly from his recumbent 
position on the bed when Joseph raised himself slightly, 


reaching behind to lubricate his hole with his already slicked 
hand. 

"| need you inside me, Mykael, please," Joseph pleaded. 
He continued to move against Mykael, their stiff cocks 
rubbing against each other. 

"Joseph—" Mykael started to say as Joseph increased his 
pace. "Fuck," Mykael groaned. His hands, which were 
holding on to Joseph's sides, shifted to his mate's ass, 
gripping it tightly. Joseph poured more lube onto his palm, 
slicking Mykael's flushed shaft. "The baby—" 

"Will be fine, Mykael," Joseph said softly as he leaned 
forward to kiss him. "Close your eyes..." 

"What?" 

"Ssshh..." Joseph kissed him again, deeper this time. 
Then his hand covered Mykael's eyes and Mykael could see 
nothing but darkness and feel nothing but the hot, wet, tight 
clasp of Joseph's hole as Joseph lowered himself on Mykael's 
Shaft. 

"Fuck, Joseph!" Mykael grunted. His cock tingled from 
the overload of sensations, the flesh pulsating as Joseph's 
stretched channel adjusted to his girth. Joseph's palm was 
Slightly damp and the sweat was starting to sting Mykael's 
eyes a little, but the pleasure at not being able to see what 
Joseph looked like riding his cock made his encased length 
more sensitised than ever. 

“"Mykael..." Joseph moaned again and again as he 
moved up and down Mykael's shaft, repeatedly with 
increasing speed. 

"Fuck, babe, | can't see you but I'll bet you look so hot 
right now, impaled on my cock..." Mykael shifted carefully, 
sitting up, earning another deep moan from Joseph, his cock 
moving in deeper than before. 

Joseph's palm slid from his face, both hands now 
rested on Mykael's shoulders, firmly holding on. Mykael 
blinked against the sudden light, his eyes still blurry as he 
tried to focus on the sight of Joseph. And what a sight it was. 


Joseph's body was arched, his chest and shoulders 
flushed pink and damp with sweat. His eyes were tightly 
shut, neck thrown back as he continued to ride Mykael's 
erect member. Mykael leaned forward, licking a rivulet of 
perspiration that had trailed down Joseph's fair throat. 

"Fuck, Mykael," Joseph whimpered, his hands now 
squeezing Mykael's shoulders, nails digging deep into his 
flesh. "Please, please..." 

"You set the pace, Joseph, I'll follow you. Make yourself 
come." Mykael restrained his urge to flip Joseph onto his 
back and pound into him unrelentingly. 

"Fuck you," Joseph muttered as he lifted himself off 
Mykael's shaft and moved downwards bit by bit, prolonging 
the pleasure. 

"And such a fine job too," Mykael chuckled, choking a 
little when Joseph's muscles clamped strongly around him. 
"Fuck!" Mykael's balls tightened, waves of hot electricity 
travelling up and down his shaft as he thrust upwards, 
coming hard. Joseph's snug heat gripped him tighter before 
warm, moist spatters of sounk hit his stomach in spurts. 

"Se-second... round?" Joseph asked half-teasingly, 
breathing hard. 

Mykael laughed, pulling Joseph closer to him, 
embracing him tightly. 


* OK OOK OX 


His pregnant mate lay on his side as Mykael rocked his 
hips into him, thrusting his hard shaft in again and again. 
One of his hands covered Joseph's distended stomach 
protectively as the other stroked his slick, swollen cock. 
Joseph was moaning, the back of his head resting on 
Mykael's shoulder, his hands locked around Mykael's neck 
as he moved forward and backward repeatedly. Mykael 
came hard, ramming into his lover as his seed spurted into 
the tight passage. Joseph came a few seconds later, the 


muscles contracting around Mykael's sensitive flesh as he 
covered Mykael's hand with his creamy spunk. 

Mykael rested for a few minutes, pulling out of Joseph 
gently after catching his breath. He turned Joseph over onto 
his back and smiled at the sight of his sated lover, flushed 
pink all over, his glossy cock a deep red, white droplets of 
semen covering his chest and stomach. He reached for the 
packets of wet tissues he had placed on the dresser earlier 
and tore one open. 

Joseph smiled at him as he wiped the cum off his 
chest, moving down to his stomach, circling the smooth 
flesh a few times with the tissue. He tossed the soiled tissue 
aside and kissed the rounded swell of Joseph's stomach, 
blowing raspberry kisses into it as Joseph laughed at his 
antics. Tearing open another packet of wet tissue, he spread 
Joseph's legs wider apart, cleaning his flaccid cock and inner 
thighs before moving to Joseph's raw, pink hole. Wrapping a 
clean part of the tissue around his middle finger, he inserted 
it inside, swabbing at the walls of the channel. Joseph 
moaned and he looked up to find his mate biting his lower 
lip. 

"No more, baby..." Mykael murmured seeing his 
mate's dick twitch in interest. "Remember Dr Bennett said 
we could have sex but not too vigorously." 

"| don't care," Joseph said defiantly. 

"Well | do and you do, too. When our child's born, we 
could do it any way you want, how many times you want 
Okay." 

"| cannot believe you are convincing me not to have 
sex with you." 

"Trust me, babe. | can't believe it either," Mykael 
replied wryly. 


x OK OOK x 


Dr Bennett came over for another one of his 
bimonthly checkups, excited as always. Joseph swore the 
doctor seemed more excited over his pregnancy than both 
him and Mykael combined. Mykael stood near the doctor as 
usual, hovering over him as he performed his checkup 
routine. 

The doctor took out his notebook, writing notes before 
putting it down to place his stethoscope over Joseph's 
stomach, the cool metal against his warm skin making 
Joseph shudder a little. Mykael was by his side immediately, 
his face furrowing in concern. 

"I'm okay," he smiled reassuringly as Mykael took his 
hand. 

"You better be," Mykael said, his voice firm as he 
watched the doctor closely. 

Dr Bennett squirted some cool gel on his stomach 
before using the portable ultrasonography machine to view 
the condition of their child. Joseph turned to look at the 
screen and saw the bright white circle that was his baby's 
head. He smiled softly as he looked at their child's profile. 

“He seems slightly bigger than the last time we saw 
him," Mykael said quietly. 

Joseph looked up at his mate and saw the awe in 
Mykael's eyes. He squeezed Mykael's hand knowing exactly 
how he was feeling. The baby was a miracle. A miracle they 
both created. It was an overwhelming feeling to have. 
Mykael tore his gaze from the screen to look at Joseph, 
smiling at him tenderly before leaning over to kiss him on 
the forehead. 

The doctor coughed and Joseph reddened slightly, 
having forgotten for a moment of another person's presence 
in the room. 

"It does seem so. Yes. I've noticed you haven't gained 
weight over the past month. With the foetus growing fast, 
you should be gaining some. Have you been eating?" 


"Yes, | have. Ask Mykael." Joseph nudged his mate, 
uncomfortable at the accusatory stare the doctor was giving 
him. 

"He has. Been eating more than his usual lately. Is this 
healthy, him not gaining weight? Should we be worried?" 
Mykael asked. 

"No, the baby seems to be growing healthily, no 
deformities to be found. Joseph's blood pressure has risen a 
little but that is quite common. It has not risen alarmingly." 
Dr Bennett looked into his notebook, flipping the pages 
before turning to Joseph. "Have you been feeling out of sorts 
lately, Joseph, any abdominal pains or anything else?" 

Joseph thought about telling the doctor about the 
chest pains he was having and the lower abdominal pains 
that sometimes made him see white spots, but he chose to 
remain silent, shaking his head. He didn't want to worry 
Mykael, and more importantly, he didn't want Mykael to 
have to choose between him and the baby. No matter how 
much they both loved their child, Mykael would never put 
Joseph's life at risk, and if telling them the truth of his 
condition would mean the possible loss of his child, then 
he'd rather keep quiet. So Joseph just smiled wanly as Dr 
Bennett looked at him a little too closely before deciding to 
move on to the next part of the examination. 

When Mykael had to leave the room to see to 
something, Dr Bennett stared at Joseph and asked him, 
"He's gone now. So tell me the truth please. It is for your 
child's safety too." 

To Dr Bennett, their child was opening windows to a 
new world of crossbreeding. "Tell me this first, Doctor. If it's 
unsafe for me to carry on with this pregnancy, will you 
terminate my baby's life if Mykael tells you to do so?" 

"Yes," the doctor said without a second thought. "He is 
our Leader, Joseph. | cannot defy his command and quite 
frankly, | don't want your life to be at risk." 


"Awww... you've grown fond of me, haven't you? | 
recall you didn't want Mykael to terminate my pregnancy at 
any cost during the early days." 

“That was because you weren't at any real risk then. | 
have two patients to think of at all times. You and the child. 
So stop avoiding my question and tell me whether your 
body is alright." 

So Joseph did. "I have these chest and abdominal 
pains sometimes, that's it." 

"That's it? How painful are they?" 

"Not really all that painful." 

"Are you sure?" Dr Bennett looked at him. 

"Yes. Do you think I'd put my child at risk and lie to 
you?" 

"If it meant protecting the child from being killed and 
risking your wellbeing, then yes | do." 

Joseph looked at him in surprise. 

"What? I've come to know you well over these past 
months, Joseph." 

"I've been carrying him inside me for seven months 
now. | can hear his heartbeat sometimes you know. Feel him 
kick my abdominal walls. | love him." 

"I know you do. And that's why you need to know it'd 
be better for this guy to be born in a world where you still 
existed." 

Joseph was about to say something in return when 
Mykael entered the room, looking at the both of them 
suspiciously. 

"Did | miss something?" he asked, a slight frown 
forming on his face. 

"No, not really, Leader," Dr Bennett replied. "I was just 
telling your mate he needed to take care of himself better." 

"He does. You should see him not eating all the junk 
food he loved before." Mykael chuckled, looking fondly at 
Joseph. 


"| will take my leave then," Dr Bennett said, carrying 
his bag with him as he nodded to the both of them. "And 
Joseph, please call me should you experience any pain out 
of the ordinary." 

Joseph looked at the doctor and asked for forgiveness 
for the lie he was about to utter. "I will, Dr Bennett. Thank 
you." 


Chapter 13 


Eight months into the pregnancy and Joseph was 
suffering from the combined pains of... everything. He had 
chest pains that came and went, abdominal pains that could 
last for as long as an hour, and back pains that got worse as 
the weight of the baby got heavier. Mykael was worried for 
him, and when he looked in the mirror that morning, Joseph 
could see why. His cheeks were sunken in and there were 
dark rings around his eyes. He wondered about the weight 
loss because he had tried to eat more, even when most 
foods offered no appeal to him, but the dark rings didn't 
surprise him. It was hard to fall asleep with the aches and 
pains of his body. Sometimes the aches persisted 
throughout the day and deteriorated as night approached. 
He usually pretended to sleep while Mykael held him close, 
though he suspected Mykael was aware he was faking it on 
occasion, but his mate never called him on it, massaging his 
back lightly instead, easing his backaches till he was lulled 
back to sleep. And that would work sometimes, but other 
times, the dull throbs would shift into almost debilitating 
pain, causing him to break out in sweat. He would then bite 
the insides of his cheeks to stop himself from yelling and 
waking up his mate. It got so bad that every so often he 
could taste the coppery tang of blood when he woke up the 
next day. 

His cell phone rang and Joseph instinctively knew it 
was Jess on the line. Mykael had threatened to call Jess over 
if Joseph didn't listen to his 'advice'. Joseph snorted. It was 
not so much advice as it was orders. Mykael wanted Joseph 
on bed rest. He tried to convince Dr Bennett confining 
Joseph to a bed would be better for him. At first, Joseph 
thought Dr Bennett would disagree with Mykael, but lately it 
seemed they were agreeing on just about anything related 
to his wellbeing. He was not going to stay in his room, under 


lockdown, no matter how much Mykael tried to bribe him 
with his favourite brand of chocolate, books, and TV dramas. 

Joseph was about to make his way out of the 
bathroom to answer the call, Knowing his best friend would 
just call again if he did not pick it up. He turned and walked 
towards the door when everything blurred around him. His 
heart clenched so tight tears started rolling down his 
cheeks. One hand clutched his chest as the other reached 
out for something to balance himself from falling. And then 
there was nothing but darkness. 


* OK OOK OX 


Joseph woke to the feel of something warm enveloping 
his left hand. He tried to lift his right hand and a sharp pain 
soon followed. Opening his eyes, he found himself on the 
bed, Mykael with his eyes closed right next to him, back 
leaning against the headboard, his legs stretched out as he 
cradled Joseph's free hand. Joseph's right hand was 
attached to a drip. Mykael stirred next to him and Joseph 
could see the relief on his mate's face when he saw Joseph 
was awake. 

"Don't ever do that to me again," Mykael said hoarsely. 

"Do what?" 

"Do what? Jess tried calling me when you weren't 
picking up your phone. | went to look for you and guess 
what | found. You! On the bathroom floor unconscious. Do 
you even know how that made me feel?" 

"I am sorry," Joseph said in a contrite tone. 

"| don't want apologies, Joseph. | just want you to be 
all right. And when you are not feeling well, | need for you to 
tell me or Dr Bennett." 

"Where is Dr Bennett? And is everything fine, is our 
baby all right?" Joseph tugged his hand out of Mykael's 
grasp to touch his stomach. 


“The baby is fine. Dr Bennett had to run some tests. 
But since we don't have a lab here, he had to go over to the 
hospital for awhile." 

"How long was | out?" 

"Nearly three hours. You scared me." 

"I am sorry, Mykael." 

Mykael sighed. "I can't lose you." 

"| love you, too." 

Mykael gave him a kiss, deepening it till a cough 
interrupted them. Joseph looked up to see Dr Bennett at the 
door. The doctor's face was grim and Joseph knew he 
wouldn't like the news he was going to hear one bit. 


* OK OK OX 


"No," Mykael said. "I won't allow it, Joseph." Mykael 
turned to Dr Bennett who stood there watching them both. 
"Don't tell me you will let him do it." The doctor just shook 
his head noncommittally. 

"It is his choice, sir, he is the one carrying the child." 

"And I'm also the child's father or did the two of you 
forget that? Fuck!" Mykael bolted off the bed, feeling the 
need to move before his rising anger got the better of him. 

"Mykael..." Joseph said, his eyes watering. 

"No, Joseph. | told you | won't let your life be at risk. | 
told you." 

"Just two more weeks," Joseph pleaded. "Two more 
weeks till it's safe for our child to be delivered." 

"Did you not hear what the doctor said? Your blood 
pressure is rising too high. Your heart might fail if you don't 
do the caesarean now. You might die if we wait two weeks, 
Joseph! Your heart would be too weak to Survive the 
operation!" Mykael shouted, his face red. His heart clenched 
at the thought of losing his child and it tightened further at 
the thought of losing Joseph. Joseph, his beautiful Joseph, 
whose face was now streaked with tears. 


He strode over to Joseph's side, wiping the tears away 
with his thumbs. "We can always have another child Joseph. 
We can try for another. Please." 

"Eight months, Mykael. Eight months I've carried our 
child. He wants to see the world. Let him see the world. Let 
him see how wonderful his dad is," Joseph said quietly, his 
hand caressing Mykael's cheek. 

"I want him to see you," Mykael replied. 

"And he will. Why won't you believe that?" 

"Because of what the doctor just said. Please. Won't 
you listen to me just this once? Have the operation now." 

"Eight months is too premature, Mykael. Let me carry 
him for two more weeks." 

"He has the Tsatrya blood. He can survive this. He will. 
He has to," Mykael said stubbornly. 

"And if he doesn't? I'll regret the decision | made for 
the rest of my life. | don't want to live like that. Dr Bennett 
said two more weeks would increase the likelihood of him 
Surviving. So just, please give me two more weeks." Joseph 
broke into tears. 

Mykael's heart broke seeing his mate in his current 
state of despair. He looked at the doctor who was shifting 
uncomfortably on his feet as he watched the two of them. 

“Two weeks... and the baby will be okay... J-Joseph 
might survive?" Mykael asked the doctor. 

“There will always be a risk, Leader. But | can tell you 
your son has a better chance of surviving two weeks from 
now." 

"And what about my mate?" 

"| don't know." 

"What do you mean you don't know?" 

“There is a high risk his heart will fail but Joseph... he's 
done so well. His heart managed to hold up so far... he 
might make it." 

"Might is not a good word to use right now, Doc," 
Mykael said, his tone bitter. 


"I am saying Joseph is strong-willed." 

"And Joseph is right here, mind you," Joseph said, 
interrupting their conversation. "Mykael... please come 
closer. | need to talk to you." 

Mykael ran his fingers through his hair as he walked 
over. He sat on the edge of the bed and waited for Joseph to 
speak. 

"Dr Bennett, could you leave us alone for awhile?" 
Joseph said, and the doctor nodded before leaving the room. 

"What is it, Joseph?" 

"Ssshh_ listen... okay... Dr Bennett is right. I'm 
stubborn. | want to spend the rest of our lives together. | 
want to wake up with you every morning. | want to watch 
our child grow up. | want us to raise him together to be the 
best man, Tsatyra, that will ever be. Do you know how much 
| want all that, Mykael? More than anything in the world. So | 
will fight to live. You know | love you too damn much. You 
think I'll let you get a happily ever after with another male?" 

Mykael snorted. "Damn right you won't... You know I'm 
going to say yes to this, right? You have me wrapped up all 
round your little finger, it's embarrassing." 

“Just two weeks, Mykael. Okay?" 

"Okay," Mykael said with a heavy heart. "But if you die 
on me, Joseph Archer, | will mate with the cutest blond twink 
for his pert ass and then the blond twink will be our son's 
stepmother for life. Remember that." 

Joseph laughed before saying softly, "Thank you, 
Mykael..." 

“Just... don't make me regret this all right, Joseph. Live 
for me. For us." He pressed his hand lightly against Joseph's 
stomach and his son kicked in response. He looked at 
Joseph, who was smiling brightly at him, and smiled back. 


Chapter 14 


"You stupid, stupid son of a bitch." Jess said as he 
entered the hospital room, throwing himself at Joseph and 
hugging him tight. 

Joseph chuckled tiredly from where he lay. "Hey, don't 
curse my dead mother." 

"Are you all right?" Jess asked, letting go of Joseph to 
look at his friend closely. 

"I am alive and well." 

"Not so well, Archie. | heard from Mykael. The guy 
loves you a lot you know." 

"I know, Jess, believe me. | know." 

"| can't believe you're going through with it. You could 
die." 

"The doctor has told me. Mykael has told me. Hell, 
even Gilliam came in here and he disapproved of our 
relationship in the first place because | couldn't have 
children. | told him how ironic it was... And now, you too?" 

"| don't want my best friend to die if that's all right 
with you." 

"| don't want to die. Why does everyone think that | 
do? | just want both of us to live, that's all." 

Jess took a deep breath in. "Okay then, can | just tell 
you how big you've gotten instead?" 

Joseph could see Jess was trying to cheer him up and 
he smiled at his friend who had travelled across the oceans 
to give him moral support. "Thank you, Jess." 

"Anytime, Archie. Anytime." 


* OK OOK OX 


When the time finally came for Joseph to deliver their 
child, he realised they hadn't decided on his name yet. He 
grabbed on to Mykael's hand as they wheeled him to the 
OR. 


“"Mykael, we haven't named our child yet." 

"Joseph... we'll name him after he's born all right? | 
don't want you to worry about anything else." 

"But what if—" 

"No what if. You promised me. So I'll wait for you to 
wake up from the surgery and then we'll name our child... 
together. Okay?" Mykael squeezed his hand tightly. 

"Okay," Joseph agreed quietly, squeezing his mate's 
hand back. "I love you, Mykael." 

"| love you, too, babe. I'll wait right here for you all 
right?" 

Joseph nodded, reluctantly letting go of Mykael's 
hand, watching his mate's forlorn face as the doors closed 
behind him. The last thing he saw was the bright light of the 
operating theatre and the last thing he heard was Dr 
Bennett's voice counting down from ten. 


* OK OOK x 


"Mykael..." Gilliam called out to him. 

Mykael looked up to see Jess and Gilliam entering the 
room, closing the door behind them. 

"Double reinforcements, eh?" he said chuckling, 
though there was no amusement in his laughter. 

"You haven't eaten anything but a few biscuits for 
three days. Let's get you some food, yeah? Come on, 
Mykael, just a few minutes to the cafeteria. You need to get 
out of this room." 

"No. Joseph might wake up. | can't let him wake up 
alone." Mykael held on to Joseph's hand tightly as he looked 
at his mate, lying still and pale on the hospital bed. 

"Archie wouldn't want you to be like this, Mykael," Jess 
spoke up. "Listen to Gilly over there. Go get some food, get 
a bath, and go see your child. Have you even seen him yet? 
He's beautiful." 


The fact Gilliam did not object to the nickname Jess 
had coined for him, only nodding in agreement to what Jess 
had said, told him how worried his friend was for him. And 
Jess's clothes were rumpled, something which he would 
never have allowed happen if he was in a better state of 
mind. Both of them were worried for Joseph who had not 
woken up since the delivery. Mykael was the most worried of 
them all. 

"| had a bath," he said quietly. "In the hospital 
bathroom..." 

Jess sighed. "What | meant was... at least go home for 
awhile, get some rest and then come again. Joseph will still 
be here. Gilliam can take you home. | can stay with Archie." 

"| don't want him to wake up and then realise I'm not 
here all right. So sorry, Gil, Jess... please... just... I'm 
staying, Okay." 

"You stubborn ass. Fine. But this time when | bring a 
sandwich up, you will eat it. Or I'll force-feed the whole 
damn thing down your throat." Gilliam glared at him before 
he walked out of the room. 

"He's worried for you." 

"I know, Jess. | just..." 

"Your baby... he's very small you know... but he's 
fighting. Stubborn, just like his dad here." 

Mykael's throat constricted at the thought of his child. 
He had not seen him yet. He couldn't, not without the guilt 
of blaming the innocent baby for causing Joseph to be in his 
current state. It was ridiculous. Joseph's condition wasn't 
their baby's fault but still... his mate was unconscious when 
Joseph was the one who needed to be here more. 

"I know it's hard to see Archie like this. But go see the 
baby, man... Archie would want you to. The baby needs to 
know one of his fathers is there for him, Mykael. If Archie 
wakes up and the baby is not doing so well, he'll be 
heartbroken." 


"Is the baby all right?" Mykael asked, his voice sharp. 
He had not heard anything which he took to mean the baby 
was fine. 

“He's in an incubator. What do you think?" 

"I know that..." 

"Go see the child... I'll stay with Archie for a bit. Let 
the baby hear his daddy's voice okay." 

Mykael gulped, nodding. "You'll call me if there's any 
change?" 

"I'll call you." 


* OK OOK OX 


The nurse on duty stammered when she saw Mykael, 
but he just waved her away, smiling wanly. She pointed out 
to him one of the incubators before moving away to another 
part of the room, and he saw his child for the first time. The 
baby's eyes were closed. He could see the tubes attached 
all over the small body and his heart clenched in his chest. 
He was so tiny and fragile, with a tuft of black hair. Mykael 
wished Joseph were awake to see the miracle that was their 
child. Their child was, as Jess had told him, fighting as hard 
as his mate to survive. Mykael's eyes teared upon seeing 
their baby's laboured breaths, the rise and fall of his frail 
chest as he struggled to breathe. He cursed himself for not 
seeing the baby sooner. 

"Hey baby..." Mykael said softly. "I know... | know... | 
can't keep calling you that, huh? But you see your other 
daddy hasn't woken up yet. We were supposed to come up 
with your name together. So, just wait for a while yeah... 
We'll come up with an awesome, kickass name | Swear." 
Mykael laughed when he saw the child wriggle his tiny 
hands, feeling slightly better for the first time since the 
surgery from which Joseph had not yet awoken. 

"So just... hang in there, yeah, buddy. | love you. 
Joseph loves you, too. I'm sure you know how much your 


other daddy loves you. So you hang in there... for when... 
for when he wakes up. He'll be so happy to see you." Mykael 
choked a little, coughing to clear his throat. "I'll just hang 
around for a while, yeah. Your Uncle Jess is with Joseph now, 
so he'll be fine. I'll sing you a song, how about that? Do you 
like music, little one?" 

Mykael started singing, tears in his eyes as he looked 
at his baby. He prayed for Joseph to wake up soon. Because 
he could not raise the child alone. He doubted he would do 
a good job, not without Joseph by his side. 


* OK OOK OX 


One year later 

"Oh, there's Daddy, Damie, look..." 

Mykael smiled at the sight of his son in his godfather's 
arms. Damon was gurgling happily as Jess continued to 
speak to him in an affected tone of voice. 

"His name is Damon you know. Sheesh, I'm just glad 
you haven't given me a nickname." 

“How do you know | haven't and just am not using the 
name when you're around?" Jess winked mischievously at 
him. 

Mykael shook his head and wondered, not for the first 
time, how his mate and Jess had ended up being best 
friends in the first place. They were just so different. 

"Come, give him to me." Mykael held out his arms, 
eager to hold his son after a long day at work. 

Jess passed him over carefully before stepping back to 
take a seat on the nearby leather couch. 

"Dada!" Damon burbled out excitedly as he tried to 
grab Mykael's cheeks. 

"Yes, dada," Mykael said as he smiled widely at his 
son, tucking him close to his chest. "Where is his other dada 
anyway?" Mykael looked up at Jess. 


"Archie's taking a bath so | offered to take care of 
Damon for a bit. No biggie." Jess shrugged. 

"| cannot believe he allowed you to do it." 

"Hey! I'm good with kids!" 

Mykael chuckled. "I'm sure you are... You came in 
early." 

"It's my godson's birthday. Plus | work when I work." 

"Uh huh..." Mykael was about to say something when 
he sensed his mate closing the distance between them. His 
nose flared as the spike of desire hit him hard. 

"Hey, baby," Joseph called out from the doorway. 

Mykael looked up and smiled at his lover. "Are you 
talking to me or Damon?" 

Joseph snorted, walking over to the two of them. He 
leaned down, placing a soft kiss on Damon's head, 
murmuring words of love. The sight of his mate and their 
child together reminded him again of how close he came to 
losing them both. He recalled when Joseph had first woken 
up from his coma. Mykael had just returned from visiting 
their baby... 

"You should have seen him Joseph... He's beginning to 
look more and more like you. His nose especially. That 
stubborn tilt..." Mykael paused, gazing at Joseph, who 
seemed to be getting smaller by the day. He didn't like the 
pastiness of Joseph's complexion, nor the chapped condition 
of his lips. He reached for the glass of water on the side 
table, dipped his ring finger inside before touching Joseph's 
lips lightly with its moistened tip. "Wake up soon babe... | 
miss hearing your voice." 

Mykael moved from the chair he was sitting in to the 
edge of Joseph's bed. He needed very badly to hold Joseph 
in his arms. Leaning forward, he embraced Joseph 
cautiously, taking care not to dislodge any tubes. His head 
rested on Joseph's shoulder as he breathed in the scent of 
his mate. "Please wake up, baby." Mykael's voice cracked 
towards the end. 


"C-can't," a raspy voice said softly before coughing 
and continuing, "b-breathe..." 

Mykael jolted, his neck whipping up so fast he pulled a 
muscle. He looked down and gazed into the tired but 
beautiful set of honey-brown eyes. "/-Joseph?" 

"Mykael," Joseph replied, his voice still hoarse and yet 
the most wondrous sound Mykael had heard the whole year. 

Mykael finally broke down, sobbing in Joseph's arms as 
his still ailing mate tried to comfort him. 

“"Mykael?" Joseph's voice brought him back to the 
present. "Where did you go?" 

Mykael turned to glance at Joseph, who had a heated 
look in his eyes. A look Mykael knew too well. And that was 
all it took for all the blood to travel to Mykael's groin. Dr 
Bennett had given them the go ahead for sex six months 
ago. It took Joseph three months to convince Mykael of his 
non-fragile state, and Dr Bennett's contraceptive pills, 
before Mykael would agree to having more than oral sex. 
And since then they couldn't get enough of each other. 
Joseph licked his lips as his eyes dilated. 

"Dear God. Gilliam warned me about the two of you. | 
thought the sexual lust was supposed to wane after a 
child?" Jess looked at the both of them curiously. He got up 
from the couch to take Damon out of Mykael's arms. 

Mykael mumbled out a protest. 

"| will take Damon. It's been a while since the little 
guy and | saw each other. We'll go visit Uncle Gilliam. How 
about that, huh, Damie, you want to?" Jess said as he 
carried Damon out of the room. 

"Should we be worried?" Mykael looked at Joseph who 
was already crawling onto his lap. 

"Nope. Jess has younger siblings. He takes care of 
them most of the time when his mum is not around." 

"Hmmm..." Mykael said distractedly when Joseph 
began rolling his hips forward on Mykael's growing erection. 
He held Joseph's hips in check before kissing his mate softly. 


"| love you, you know that," Mykael whispered into 
Joseph's mouth. 

"And | love you more," Joseph replied, smiling at 
Mykael. "Now show me how much you love me." He winked 
salaciously at Mykael. 

Mykael lifted Joseph into his arms and carried him out 
of his work study. He barely noticed the giggling of one of 
his staff as he strode towards their bedroom. He had an 
urgent matter to see to, and he didn't care about anything 
at the moment but for the cherished man in his arms. 

A few hours later as Joseph lay sated in his arms, he 
asked, "So, did | show you?" 

Joseph laughed. "Yeah you did... you love me a /ot 
apparently." 

"Now then you know..." Mykael said half-teasingly. 

"Oh I always knew," Joseph said softly, the love he had 
for Mykael reflected in his eyes. 

Mykael saw his mate's adoring look and was humbled 
by it. Every day he was thankful for being on the receiving 
end of so much love and for the good fortune he had gotten, 
for the gift that was Joseph and now Damon. 

"Thank you, love," Mykael said quietly. 

"For what?" Joseph asked, his head tilted to the side. 

"Nothing. Just thank you." 

Joseph's brow furrowed in puzzlement but he did not 
say anything. Instead, he pulled Mykael down for a kiss. 

All else was forgotten as the two lovers showed each 
other just how dearly they cared for the other, amidst 
tangled sheets and bodily fluids. 

And whispered words of affection. 


The End 
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